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Impartial Reader, 


f Reſacing is now ſo much the 
BY 8 Faſhion, that, to comply with 
it, ſomething muſt be ſaid 
5 before this Play; tho' to be 
in proportion to the Piece, it ſhould be 
no bigger than the Poſie of a Ring: 
But little as That is, and notwithſtanding 
the Care which has been taken not to 
offend, it ſeems the Hugonot lutereſt is 
a ſore Place, and one muſt not expoſe 
them on the Stage in the Dreſs of High- 
way-men, tho' there is at preſent one 
actually to be hang'd for that very Crime. 
Have 
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PREF ACE. 
Have the Iriſh, Saateh and Engliſh of all 
Ranks, from Noblemen to Footmen, 
been expos d upon our Stage, and ſhall 
the French amongſt our ſelves be the on- 
ly People excepted? Or do they think an 
Imputation of Vice ſticks cloſer to them 
than others? What have the Truly Noble 
Families of that Nation to do in this 
Scrape? Or the honeſt Mercantil. Part, 
that pretend to no more than to get 
Riches? If there be any Counterfeits a- 
mong them, is it not a Service to the 
ſounder Part of the Refugees to expoſe 
them? But ſo much for that. 

As to the Play, in ſpite of Cenſure, 
there is an Unity of Place and Action, not 
common on our Stage: The vhole may 


be ſuppos d to have happen'd within the 


time of twenty four Hours; nor is there 
more changing of Scenes, than from the 
Inn to Sir Triſtrams Houſe in the ſame 
Town. The Play never doth ſtand till 
ro the End, but every Scene contributes 
either to the explaining the Characters, 
or advancing the Concluſion of the Plot. 
The Language is good, the Sentiments 


no where immoral, and the whole Chaſte. 


There 


* 


PREFACE. | 
There is ſome Wit too, if good Senſe, 
cloathed in handſom Language, may de- 
ſerve that Name: But if Punns, Quibbles, 
Blaſphemies, Swearing and Bawdy muſt 
be called ſo; tis hoped there are very 
few of the former, and none of the lat- 
cer : Nay Politicks, the only Diſcourle of 
theſe preſent Times, does not ſo much as 
peep into any Scene; and ſo far indeed 
this Play is unnatural, and needs Anima- 
tion: But all this is ſubmitted to the Pub- 
lick. | 
There 1s but one thing more to be . 
taken notice of, which is, That a certain 
Nobleman has concern'd himſelf in the 
promoting of this Play, therefore ſome 


make him the Author, and ſay he was at 


ſeyeral Rehearſals, ec. therefore tis 
certainly he. Whereas the quite con- 
trary ought to be concluded from thence, 
i he delign'd to be conceal'd. My Lord 
is knovn to be a Perſon of ſome good 
Qualities, not to mention his Virtues; 
and __ be a ſtrange fort of a Brute 
that caft think him either ſuch a Wretch to 
beg Crowns for himſelf, or ſuch a Fool 

as 
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PRE FAC. 
as to think to be conceal'd being the Au- 
thor, when he publickly abets the acting 
of the Play. This might be caſily ſer 
right, if the Perſon conceal'd thought fit 
to appear; but my Lord does not think 
this an Imputation that can ſtick, not 
would he be clear'd of it at that rate. 
In the mean time, further to ſatisfie the 
Publick, I muſt inform them, that my 
Lord has ſaved me the Trouble of a Dedi- 
cation, as to the Intent and Meaning of 
all Dedicators. For as it would have been 
unnatural to have preſented this Piece to 
any body elſe, ſo would it not have look'd 
well in him, not to have contributed 
more than any body to a Charity which 
he himſelf promoted. Adieu. 
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PROLOGU E, 
Spoken by Mr. RYAN. 


N former Times, Poets try'd many ways 
To gain their Point, and recommend their 
Plays. 
Some to the Box addreſi' d, and ſome the Pit; 
All ſtwore that Beauty was ally d to Wit. 
Thinking by ſecret Methods to prevail, 


3 The ſureſt way---for, alas, Men are frail /! 
Some to their Audience have prov'd perfett 


Bullies, 


7 Dar'd them to Cenſare, treated them like 


Cullies, 


Such ſaucy Poets all will vom diſpraiſe : 


Who force a Laurel, merit not the Bays. 
But were a modeſt Confidence allow'd, 


* Ve might aſſert that which we find is good. 
Our Author even to thus much don't pretend, 
He ſtrrues to pleaſe, and hopes you will com- 


mend. 


x bo" he's unknown, yet has he ſo much Grace 
A 0 dread your Cenſure, tho" be hides his Face. 
Some Faults he does avoid, which others Court, 
With Politics he will not make you Sport ; 


Inſult th Onhappy with Fanatick Face, 
And make them want a Poct's Af? , Grace. 


a Nor 


EROLOGUE 


Nor is there what thoſe baſhful Ladies want, 
Who, with a hood-wink'd Face, the Play-houſe 
haunt : 
Nothing obſtene, nor yet ambiguous Sound, 
Shall the Chaſt Ears of Modeſt Virgins wound. 
But hold —-- I muſt no more: I am forbid 
To give a Bill of Fare, or ſhew what's hid. 
With ſome Indulgence then our Treat receive; 
Ti little, but the beſt that we could give. 
Be willing to be pleas'd, lay Cenſure by, 
And note our Adding with a Friendly Eye. 
Our mutual Intereſt let both regard ; 
Our Glory tis to Pleaſe, yours to Reward. 


f 


E PIT © Rb. 


Spoken by Mrs. B UL LO CR. 


„. to Harangue after this Play, 
Ladies and Gentlemen, what ſhall I ſay? 


Dur Die is Caſt, now you command our Fate, 


Whether we gain your Pity, Love, or Hate, 
Sure not the laſt ; for we do all pretend, 

At leaſt, if we don't pleaſe, not to offend. 
But if we Objefts of your Pity prove, 

They ſay that Pity is o' kin to Love. 

But how, alas! ſball we your Favonr gain? 
Our Theatre's ſlill treated with Diſdain. 
How are our Rivals with your Favour bleſt ! 
Our Good is criticis'd ; their Faults careſs'd. 
Unhappy we, in our Endeavours croſs'd / 
Like Lovers, tho" we court, are ſlighted moſt. 
This Orphan Play, now flung into the Town, 


We hope that each will Father as his own. 


What Wit it has is like you ; for the reſt, 

No Parent's Face is in all Lines expreſt. 

Our unknown Author can no Favour plead, 
Then give me leave to ſtand it in bis flead; 
And I entreat — for you ab hor Command 
That you would pleaſe r accept it at my Hands. 


Dramatis Perſonx. 


M E N. ; 

Sir Triſtram Topeit, Mr. Griſin. 

Sir William Wiſeman, Mr. Ogden. 
Bellair Sen. Mr. Leigh. 
Beltair Jun. Mr. Ryan. 
Horatio, | Mr. Egleton. 
Vilnaiſſance, Mr. Chr. Bullock. 
I Mr. Hild. Bullock. 
2 genre of Pan, Ir Scot. 

3 Mr. Ana pp. 
Ferry, Mr. Spiller. 
Carbuncle, Mr. Bullock, Sen. 

WOMEN. 

Lufinda, Mrs. Bullocks 
Maria, Mrs. Spiller. 
Violetta, Mrs. Seymour. 
Arabella, | Mrs. Robertſon. 
Heuſekeeper, Mrs. Willis, Sen. 


Servants, Clerk, Drawer, Butler, Conſtable, 
and Watch. 
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ACT I. SCENE 
SCENE an ln, | 


Enter Bellair Junior, Jerry, and Carbuncle. 


BRI. L AIX Jun, 
NDL OR D, what can ye get me 


for Supper? 

Carb. Sir, you may have either 
Mutton, Chicken, Pidgeon, or Rab- 
bit: You're in no Spaniard's Houſe, 
where you may have any thing, Earth, 
Air, or Sea affords, and yet go to Bed with a 
hard Egg, or Supperleſs: But you arc now, Sir, 


in the Inn ot Nehemiah Carbuncle, w ho, tho' 1 ſay 
Its 


—— 


2 The Tounger Brother: Or, 
it, draws as good Wine, and dreifes a Diſh of Meat 
as well as Cer an Inn in Ca 

Bel. Jun. Let me have a couple of boil'd Chicks 
done out of hand; I'm tired with wy Journey, and 
would gladly be 1n Bed. 

Carb. It thall be done, Sir: [Going.] But what 
Wine does your Honour drink 

Bel. Fun. The very ſame you drink your ſelf. 

Carb. Then I'll draw you aGlals ſhall out-ſparkle 
the Eyes of your Miſtreſs. Exit. 

Jer. Pray, Sir, may I be ſo bold, as to enquire 
into the Meaning of this Journey? 

Bel. Fun. You know, Ferry, my Fortunes are 
now reduc'd to this ſmall Purſe, (in which are about 
Fifty Guineas) that Portmanteau, and the Brace 
of Gueldings in the Stable; and I hope by this 
Journey, to perſwade re who is Maſter 
of a plentiful Eſtate, to buy me ſome Poſt, which 
may maintain me like the Son of his Father. 

Jer. Faith, Sir, I wonder you have any Hopes: 
Pray, Sir, wou'd any of thoſe People, on whom 

ou have laid the greateſt wy week rake the 
eaſt notice of you, when they ſuſpected your Stock 
upon the Ebb ? 

Bel. Jun. 1 own I have met with uncommon In- 
gratitude, 

Jer. Not at all, Sir: Gratitude is Obſolete, and 
out of Date; mention the word, and you are ſtared 
at as a Man of the laſt Age, But to have done 
with that, as well as other People; ſince thoſe 


who formerly made the greateſt Profeſſions to you, 
wou'd be deny'd to your Viſits, what Hopes can 


you have that your Brother won't be of the ſame 
umour? I'm ſure he has much more Reaſon, 
for as I remember, you lighted his Advice as much 
in Selling your Eſtate, as your quondam Compani- 
ons now ſhun your Poverty. 

Friends 


* 
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Friends are thoſe Leaves produc'd by Summer's 


Heat, 

Which at the firft Autumnal Blaſt retreat. 

Bel. Jun. Ix's a fatal Truth; but ſhou'd my Brother 

ove as Unnatural, as my Acquaintance Ungrare- 
Fa, yet my Maria will never fail me; her Fortune 
will ſhelter me from the nipping Froſts of Po- 
verty. 

' BY I am very well fatisfied Mrs. Maria can re- 
pair your Fortunes; I wiſh I were as much aſſu- 
red of her being willing z but ſhe's a Woman. 

Bel. Jun. Ay, beautiful as Truth, and conſtant as 

Jer. A Woman. 

Bel. Jun. Why, did'ſt never hear of a Woman 
conſtant ! 

Jer. Yes, Sir: I've heard of a Phoenix too; 
but never was acquainted with any, who had ever 
met with either. 

Bel. Jun You'll find Maria's Reception the ſame 
as ever; and that no change of Fortune can make 
an alteration in her Affection. 

Jer. I don't remember any time in which I 
wou'd fo gladly be convinc'd of my Error. 


Enter Carbuncle with a Bottle and Glaſs. 


Carb. Here, Sir, taſte thisz and if it is not as 
right French, as any now on the Keys of Bourdeaxx 1 
may all my Wine dye, and my Wite revive. 

Jer. A very terrible [mprecation, | believe. 

Bel. Jun. It's mighty good, and anſwers the Cha- 
rater you give it: But what Company have you 
in your Houſe, Landlord? 

Carb, Sir, here's a poor mad Gentleman juſt 


come in; and yet he's a Man of very good 


Senſe. 


Bel. Jun. Pray explain? 
B 2 Carb. 


4 The Tounger Brother: Or, 

Carb. Sir, he's come hither to be marry'd to one 
of the Daughters of Sir Triſtram Topeit : (as honeſt 
a Gentleman as ever ſaw the bottom of a Bottle) 
I've a very great Reſpect for the Gentleman, and 
have adviſed him to take warning by my ſad Ex- 
ample, who ſuffered Twenty Years Puniſhment 
for a quarter of an Hour's folly ; but he's like thoſe 
harden'd Sinners who pick Pockets at the Gallows, 
tho” at the ſame time forewarn'd by their dying 
Companions. 

Bel. Jun. Methinks you're very Satyrical upon 
Matrimony, Landlord. ; | 
Carb, He who wou'd paint a Storm, let him go 
to Sea in a Hurricane. But, Sir, my Service 
to you. [ Drinks. 

Bel. Jun. To me it ſeems the only happy State 
What is there on Earth to be valued equal to areal 
Friend? And where can that cordial Friendſhip 
be met with, but in a Wife? Your Intcreſt is the 
ſame, your Love reciprocal, you equally ſtudy to 
oblige ; and there is a perfect Union, a certain 
Harmony in all their Actions, which renders the 
bitterneſs of Life agreeable; at leaſt, tolerable. 

Carb. Sir, my Service to you. | Drinks. | What 

reater Pleaſure cou'd there be than to fail in a 
Calm? But if you go a long Voyage, however 
ſmooth and inviting the Sea may be at your weigh- 
ing, you muſt expect to meet with Storms before 
you reach your Port, Experientia docet. But, Sir, 
ave to your Miſtreſs. | Drinks.] Lookye, Sir, 
Matrimony's a fort of an Ocean, the Wife's the 
Veſſel, Selt-will's her Captain, Vanity conds, Pride 
lays down the Courſe, her Self-conceit is Mate, 
and her Tongue's the Boatſwain; while the poor 
Husband, as Foremaſt-man, does all the Drudge- 
ry, Rigs her out, Knors, Splices, and Stores the 


Hole ; nay, and very often is kept at Short Al- 
lowance 
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lowance into the bargam. But, Sir, I believe 
good Advice is thrown away on you; fo here's a 

ood Voyage to you, | Drinks.] for I find you have 
— Frigate in your Eye you've à mind to be 
boarding. 

Bel. Jun. I am ſorry you have met ſo hard Fate. 

Carb. I believe, Sir, I had Neighbour's Fare; 
but moſt are aſhamed ro own their Misfortunes, 
when in ſpight of wholſome Advice they've run 
themſelves into them; while J generouſly ſet a 
Buoy where I was Shipwreck'd. I never hear a 
married Man ſpeak · of the Comforts found in Ma- 
trimony, but it reminds me of the Fox loſing his 
Tail. 

Bel. How comes it, Mr. Carbuncle, you ſpeak ſo 
much in a Sca Phraſe? | 

Carb. Sir, I was Maſter of a (mall Veſſel, which 

ot me a comfortable Livelihood; but my Wife 
was ſo plaguy fond, ſhe wou'd not venture me on 
that fickle Element any longer than the firſt Year 
of our Marriage; but oblig'd me to ſell my Veſſel, 
and ſtay at home with her more fickle ſelf : She 
lived pretty high, and ſoon exhauſted the little 
Stock | had got beforehand : Then immediately 
veers about to another Point, and wonders how [ 
cou'd he gong” home. Bur, Sir, my humble 
Service to you. | Drinks. | My ſelling my Veſſel diſo- 
blig'd my Friends; and not being able to get ano- 
ther, I ſet up this Buſineſs; by which, I thank 
my Stars, I've got the Weather-gage of my dear 
Spouſez and the Storm I've been plagued with 
Twenty Years, is as calm under Ground, as if ſhe 
had never given an ill word in her Life; tho' ſhe'd 
out-roar a Boatſwain, give worſe Langgage than 
his Mate; and, to my great comfort, wou'd out- 
drink a Coxen and his Boats Crew; which laſt Ar- 


ticle made her turn Keel uppermolt. 
B 3 Bel: 
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Bal. Jun. But of all things how came you to pitch 
on an Inn? | 
Carb. You muſt know, Sir, moſt Sailors have 
a. genius to Cookery ; and Neceſlity very often 
makes us boil the Pot: Belides, Sir, I happen'd 
to be on board a Man of War, where the Captain 
had a French Cook, who taught me to make Fiſh 
of Fleſh, and diſguiſe a Diſh ſo, that you ſhou'dn't 
know a piece of Meſs Beef, from a ſtew'd Carp. 
And then, Sir, another ſubſtantial Reaſon was, | 
cou'd the better afford to drink a Bottle, which þ 
cou'd no more live without, than a Man can go 
| to Sea without an Anchor. 
| Bel. Fun. You have fully anſwer'd me. 

Carb. Sir, I dreſs this Wedding Dinner, which 
is to be the Day after To-morrow : The Gentleman 
lies here To-night ; for he's a little foul coming 
off a Journey; but To-morrow he'll heave down, 
Scrub and 'Tallow, and come out as white as a 
Hound's Tooth. Bur, Sir, you don't drink; my 
Service to you, [ Drinks. | adſo, the Bottle's out. 

Bel. Jun. Pray what is the Gentleman's Name? 

Carb. Bellair of Bellair- hall, about Thirty Miles 
from hence : There is another Gentleman with 
1 who has lately had a great Eſtate fallen to 

im. 

Bel. Jun. Ha, my Brother! it's mighty lucky. 
Aide. Is the Gentleman gone to Bed? 

Carb. Sir, he made a Viſit to his Miſtreſs, and 
up 8 his return, being tired, he went to Bed. 
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Enter à Drawer. 
1 Draw. Sir, your Supper is carried into your 


Chamber. 
Bel: Landlord, you muſt keep me Company, 


Carb, 


The Sham Marquis. . 

Carb. With all my Heart, Sir; and if you can't 
eat your Allowance, you thall find me a good Mess- 
mate. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. Sir Triſtram's Houſe. 


Enter Sir Triftram, Arabella, and Luſinda. 


Sir Tri. O' my Conſcience, Girl, if you like 
your deſign'd Husband, as well as | do, thou'lt 
thank thy old Dad for his Choice: Why, he makes 
no more of a Gallon of Claret, than my Hounds 


- wou'd of a Leveret. 


Luſ. A very great Commendation, Sir, and doubt- 
leſs the Qualification will very much endear bim to 
my Siſter. 

Sir 1 So it ought, Mrs. Pert, it's a fign of 
a ſtrong Brain; a ſtrong Brain, of a good Judgment: 
and | hope, Madam, you'll allow a Man of Senſe 
to make the beſt Husband. 

Luſ. l've heard, Sir, a ſtrong Brain to bear Wine 
proceeds from a continu'd Cuſtom of Drinking: 
and a continual Drinker, is a certain ſign of a Sot : 
and [ hope, Sir, you'll allow a Sot to be the worſt 
of Husbands. 

Sir Triſtk. Why, you young Slut, can't a Man 
take his Bottle without being a Sort ? I ſay, if 
Mr. Bellair flinch'd his Glaſs, he ſhou'd be no 
Soy: in- Law of mine: Beſides, Huſſey, what grea» 

ter Encomium can be given to any Man, than 
there is to a good Fellow, in Vino Veritas? that is, 
Mrs. Prattlebox, he always ſpeaks Truth. 
Lu. If you remember the Proverb, Sir, fo do 
Children and Fools. 


B 4 Sir 
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Sir Triſt. Huſſey, I fay that — why look you 
now, you preverſe Jade, I ſay — adod, I ſay, if 
you ſpeak another Word againſt us good Fellows, 
you had as good talk Treaſon, and I won't own 
you as one of my Off-ſpring. 

Luſ. Why, Sir, you wou'd not have me drink, 
to prove my Deſcent ? 

Sir Triſt. Well, Mrs. Prate-a-pace, if I wou'd 
not have you drink, I won't allow you to rail 
at us honeſt Fellows, who know how to live; 
that is, who know how to make a right uſe of 
the Bleſſing of the Vine: What can make ſuch 
powerful Changes, as glorious Wine? It makes 
the Miſer Liberal, the Poor forget his Wants, 
the Coward Brave, and the Blockhead Eloquent : 
Ir renews our Youth, and in ſhort, Madam Tit- 
tle-tattle, it gives an Air of Mirth and Joy to 
ow Miſerable z nay, it even ſets Priſoners at Li- 

erty. 

Lu I have heard of many, Sir, who have 
drunk themſelves into a Goal; but never of one 
who drunk his way our. | 

Sir Trift. Huſſey, I ſpeak metaphorically. 

Luſ. Then Sir, they're merry, rich, young, 
and at liberty in Imagination only. 

Sir Triſt. Lookye now this preverſe Girl 
will have the laſt Word; pray (Mrs. To-and- 
again) in what does all our Happineſs conſiſt, but 
in Imagination? but let me hear you ſay a Word 
more, and ['l] waſh it down your Throat with a 
Bumper. 

Luſ. IJ have done, Sir. 

Sir Triff. 'm fure my Arabella approves my 
Choice ; ſhe has had fix Months to conſider on 
it, and has made no other Objection than that 


modeſt one, of deſiring to live ſingle. What 
fay'it chou, my Girl? | 


Aras 
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Ara. Sir, I have no other than what you men- 
tion'd; and thar, fince it's your Pleaſure to have 
it other ways, | ſhall forbear to think of. | 

Sir Triſt. Well, ll leave you, it grows late 
and that Girl has ralk'd 'till I'm quite dizzy. 
Come Lucy, we'll kiſs, Friends, | kiſſes em both 
bleſs you both; but if ever you ſpeak a Wor 
more, I'll have tour monſtrous She Bacchanalians 
ſhall roſs you in a Blanker. | Exit. 
Luſ. Well, Siſter, you're an happy Woman. 
My Father has provided for you; but I'll war- 
rant he thinks ſome Y «cars hence time enough for 
your younger Siſter; bur prithee, dear Arabella, 
tell me how do you really ſtand affected to this 
Match? 

Ara. Since my Father denies me the 2 of 
being Miſtreſs of my own ctions in a ſingle Life, 
I am of Opinion Mr. Bellair may make as good a 
Husband as any other of the Sex. 

Luſ. Nay, the Truth on't is, the Man has a 
reaſonable ſhare of Senſe; he's well made, has tra- 
vell'd, can give you a diverting Account of other 
Countries, and has a large Eſtate of his own; 
but, there is one thing which with me calts a 
Blemiſh on the whole, which is a certain Haugh- 
tineſs that breaks thro', and diſcovers it felt in 
all his Actions He is certainly very Proud, and 
ſuch a Man is commonly III- natur d. I ma 


compare him to a large Jewel with a Flaw in it. 


Beſides, I have heard he endeavours baſcly to 
blacken and ſupplant his Brother with his Uncle 
Sir William Il iſeman; which, if true, is barba- 
rous, for he has a general good Character. 
Ara. If you never marry, Siſter, till you find 
a Man withcurt a Fault, I fear you'll never glad 
my Father with a Grandchild. 
Luſ. You'remiltaken, Siſter; I've a Man in my 
Eye, who is Gay without being Ridiculous, 
Witty 
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Witty without Aﬀe@ition, Judges without Par- 
, and never by Appearance: He's Obliging 


ri 
to all, Familiar with few, and thoſe Men of Di- 


ſtinction for their Worth: He can Converſe 
with the greateſt without Obſequioufneſs or Flar- 

„and with the meaneſt without making him- 
ſelf Cheap. He has 2 — by his Travels, and 
by his Study has made imſelf uſeful to his Coun- 
try. Then for the Ladies he can Dance, Sing, 
play on the Spinnet, entertain them with Cha- 
er” * without Detraction, talks French and Va- 
Ban, dreſſes like a Gentleman, always clean and 


never foppiſh. 


Ara. And the firſt Letter of his Name is 
Horatio. | 

Laſ. You muſt needs gueſs the Man, when the 
Picture's drawn ſo much to the Life. 

Ara. I find, Siſter, Horatio's for your Mony. 

Luſ. Nay, Siſter, if he takes the Bag, he's like 
to take the Baggage with ir. 

Ara. How do you know he'll be of that Mind? 

Luſ. Lookye, when heaccompany'd Mr. Bellair 

a woing, he took all Opportunities of telling me 
of a more than ordinary Paſſion for me, to which 
I gave more than ordinary Credit; for I am cer- 
rain he muſt be ſincere in his Expreffions, who is 
ſtrictly juſt in his Actions. | 

Ara. And ſo, Luſinda, you exchang'd Hearts? 

Enſ. Prithee, do'ſt think I am not Woman e- 
nough to diſſemble? No, no; tho' F own he's the 
only Man I wou'd marry, yet with him I ſteer'd a 


middle Courſe, and gave neither Hopes nor wt gh 


Ara. But ſuppoſe, Siſter, this proves only a 
piece of Gallantry? Men you know make no Scru- 
ple of faying things to Women they never think 
of after; they even believe it no Crime to back 
the greateſt Falſities with the moſt ſolemn Aſſe- 


verations. 
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Lu. Siſter, I can ef abe poſe no ſuch ching. Hura- 
tio can't be guil arbouring the leaſt diſho 
nourable Tacighe much more of committing an 

Infamous Action; and for thoſc Men, who _ 

etrate ſuch Villanies, you find em of ſo vi 
Character, that he Lap values his Reputation, 
won d not be ſcen with em. It's commonly thoſe 
Rakes who give theraſelves the Name of Men of 
Fire, whoſe Lewdneſs of Life has overcome the 
Checks of Conſcience, and whoſe Folly has hur- 
ried 'em paſt Shame, A Man of Honour thinks 
the Breach of Faith the ſame, whether to Man 
or Woman. 

Ara. I find you've got upon a Subject will make 
you forget oh s paſt Eleven. 

u think I talk more than my 
a> Come, ie by ſay no more of Horatio, but to 
oblige you, turn — Diſcourſe, and talk of your 
intended Spouſe. 

Ara. Indeed Siſter, I'll to Bed. 

Luſ. And Dream of him? 

Ara. Thou'rt a mad Girlz will you go to Bed? 
If not, I'll leave you. 

5 I'm not _ fleepy z and were my Wed- 
di near as 1 think I mou unt go to 
Be Tengbe —1 Siſter, however you ma 
diſſemble it, you muſt be hugely pleas'd to be 2 
ſoon marry'd to a Man with but one apparent 
Fault, and ſeveral apparent Manors, a noble Seat, 
= Furniture, fine Liverics, a Coach and Six, 

Ara. You'll never give over; fo, Siſter, good 
Nighr. : [ Exit. 
II. = . this won't tempt you from a tingle 


Dye you a Maid, and I Horatio's Wife. [ Exit. 
SCENE 
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SCENE III. The Inn. 


Enter Vilnaiſſance, three Highwaymen his Companions 
as Servants, with Carbuncle. 


Fil. Vel Maitre, vat you tinck it be de Clock? 
Carb. It's time to call the Watch, Sir; that is, a- 


bout Four. 
Pin. Four, ver vell, vat me aye for de Sou- 


Ir. 
, Carb. Sir, our Fire's out; and by that time it's 
kindled, and any thing got ready, it will be broad 


(7 

Vilu. Quoi? 

1 Higbw. Il dit Monſeigneur qu'il ſerra bien- 
ror jour, & qu'il luy eſt impoſſible d'apreter aucun 
choſe devant que le Soleil fe leve. 

Carb. Pray what may I call your Maſter ? 

2 Highw. Le Marquis de Montpelier. 

Vilu. Vel Landalord lette me ava de Soupir, me 
no be ſhamed to ave de Sun ſee a me Eat. Get a 
de Fricaſſè ou de Lapins garre if ye ave any. 

Carb. Yes, my Lord, I have ſome curious green 
Rabbits, with an Haurgour may be ſmelt from the 
Forecaſtle to the great Cabbin; and when the 
Fire's kindled, they ſhall be toſs'd up in leſs time 
than wou'd take to haul in a Log: line. 

Vilu. Bring a ſome Vine. 

Carb. In a moment, Sir. [ Exit, 

Viln. Well, we may lay aſide our broken Engliſh, 
and ſpeak as plain as twenty Years Reſidence here 
has taught us. Sure they wont have the Impu- 
dence to ſuſpe& a French Marquis with this Equi- 
page, and juſt arriv'd, for this Robbery ? | 
3 Highw. I hope not; only two appear'd in the 

Robbery with cropt Horſes and falſe Ears; which 
I think may protect us, tho' they cou'd Swear to 
the Colour. | Viln, 
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Viln. But I can tell you, Friends, a very great 
Misfortune; tho' we have taken a conſiderable 
Booty in Jewels and Mony, yet I have ſuffer'd a 


conſiderable Loſs: I've loſt my Heart. 
2 Highw. It's the firſt time | ever heard you 


had one. 

Viln. Oh Poultroon, do you remember the Lady 
we took the Jewels from? It's ſhe has undone 
me. 

3 Highw. What, you have got ſo much to your 
Share, you'll run Mad with the Mony ? 

Viln. No, no, I know the Lady's Name and 
Fortune; ſhe has 2000 J. per Ann. 

1 Highw, She may the better bear the Loſs. 

Viln. But I'm in Pur with her. 

2 Highw. I don't wonder at it. 

Viln. Ay, but I muſt marry her. 

3 Higbw. Faith, I doubt that. 

Vila. She's mighty fond of Quality, eſpecially 
thoſe of our Nation. My Brother was her Foot- 
man, and ſhe gave him 4 J. a Year extraordinary 
becauſe he is a Frenchman. Gad, I believe if ſhe 
knew ſhe was robb'd by the French ſhe wou' dn't 
proſecute us. 

1 Highw. The Devil take him who truſts 


her. 

Viln. But when all's done, I can't ſec how the 
taking Goods from an Engliſh Subject can be pro- 
perly term'd a Robbery. 

3 Highw. Why, what a Devil can'ft call it? 

Viln. A fair Repriſal; their King owes me Mony; 
and | levy or diſtrain, which you pleaſe to call it, 
on his Subjects. 

2 High, Why, you Impudent Dog, how does 
the King owe you Mony? 

YT Viin. Did not I quit my Trade, Religion and 
Country to come here for a Penſion; and it is 
now above ten Days ſince the laſt Quarter is be- 

come 
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come due; and is not then the Kinp in my De 
Monſieur Poultroon ? what ſay _ n.. 

2 Highw. 1 think your Cafe very hard, truly; 
for you left as many Cuſtomers as any Barber in 
Montpelier had. 

Viln. You muſt knew, my Friends, I intend to 
court this Lady we robb'd. Name is Ma- 
ria, and ſhe comes down to a Relation's Wed- 


ding. 

i Highw. Well, the Engliſh may ſay what they 
leaſe of the Jriſt * ence; but l'm ſure he 
nows nothing of a French Refugee, who gives 

that Nation the Bell for Aſſurance. 

Fils. Why, you Raſcal, don't you know Mode- 

ſty is rewarded with Rags? 

2 Higbw. But ſuppoſe, Sir, we run the riſque 


9 ſtaying in this Town, and your Lordſhip's Ti- 


tle and unparallell'd Impudence gains the Lady, 
what Gleanings will you leave in the Field after 
you have got in your Harveſt ? ; 

Nin. Two thouſand Pounds a-piece, Gentlemen. 

2 Highw. Fortune attend you; a goodly fight of 
Vellows. 

3 Highw. I'll then defie both Jury, Judge and 
Sallows. 

Filn. Take care to ſpeak very bad Engliſh, 


Enter Carbuncle. 


Carb. My Lord, your Breakfaſt, I mean your 
Supper, is on the 'Table. 

Pits Allons. 

[Exit with Carb. and one Highw. follows, 

3 Highw. Hearkye, I begin to fancy my ſelf a 
yery modeſt Fellow. 

2 Highw. O'my Conſcience I believe the Rogue 
will ſucceed, for ſhe's a perfect Coquet by Cha- 


racter; the Fellow's handſome enough: 1 _ 
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I necd not mention his extraordinary Aſſurance z 
but how the Devil he'll get to Speak to her I 


can't it 
Faith, he'll break into the Houſe, 


1 
ther than want an Opportunity; but let us to che 
back of his Chair, leaſt our lord thinks his 


Lordſhip's Servants remiſs. [ Exeant. 


ACT 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 
Fs SCENE Sir Triſtram's Houſe. 


Enter Sir Triſtram and a Servant. Sir Triſtram 
in his Nightgown. 


Sir Triſt. WH?" there? [ Enter a Servant.) Or- 
der the Coachman to put a Sett of 
Horſes to 

Serv. If you pleaſe, Sir, to let your Servant to 
tye a Sett of ſpare Harneſs behind; the Rogues 
have cut my Lady's to pieces. 

Sir Triſt. Do ſo; and, de you hear, make haſte: 
P11 fetch my Couſin my ſelf. Is any body 
with her? 

Serv. A Lady who is related to Mr. Bellair, her 
Name is Violetta. 

Sir Triſt. Has my Couſin loſt much? 

Serv. All her Jewels, which, ſhe ſays, are worth 
Two Thouſand Pound, and a purſe of One Hun- 
dred Guineas ; but the worſt is, the Rogues bound 
the Ladies, as well as us; and they ſtood bound 
to a Tree near Four Hours, before any of the Ser- 
vants got at Liberty; I wiſh it does not give 'em 
their Deaths. | 

Sir Trift. Get to the Fire; and let the Butler 


Enter Butler. 


oh! here he is; get this Fellow a good Breakfaſt, 
and try if my Strong Beer has Strergth to expel 
the cold of his laſt Night's Lodging. Exit. 


Butl, 
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Butl. Sir, that's the way, I'll follow you. 
Serv. By no means, Sir. 

But]. I'm at home, Sir; I beg, no Ceremony. 

Serv. If you ſhew me the way 

Butl. I ſhall bluſh to Death pray Sir 
Serv. I won't ſtir a foot, Sir. 

Butl. Well, Sir, ſince you command me, I will 
ſhew you the way.— [Going] No, Sir, 1 
cannot be ſo unmannerly. [Turns back. 

Serv. Pray, Sir, go on [ Thruſts bim out] 
A Pox on that formal old Fool, I ſhall lole my 
Breakfaſt with his Fopperies. [ A/ide.] ¶ Exeunt. 


Euter Bellair Senior, and Houſe-keeper, meeting, - 


Houſe-k. Your Servant, Mr. Bellair. 

Bel. Sen. Mrs. are your young Ladies ſtirring ? 
 Hhuſe-k. Mrs. quotha! I think my Diſtraction, 
and Place as Houſe-keeper to Sir Tram, merit 
the Title of Madam. | Aſide. 

Bel. Sen. J fancy the Woman's thick of hear- 
ing. [ He bawls in ber Ears.) Is your Lady, Mrs. 
Arabella, ftirring ? 

Flouſe-k. It's very likely ſhe may, and it's very 
probable ſhe may not. Sir, | am a Gentlewo- 
man diſtracted from an Ancient Family, and ne- 
ver was ſo affronted in my Life, You are not in 
your Kennel, that you need halloe ſo; I thank 
my Stars I've all my ſeven Senſes in good order: 
I can ſee without Spectacles, hear without a Trum- 
pet, eat Nuts without the help of Crackers; and 
can perceive when I'm affronted as well as other 
People. I know good Manners, and am ſenſible 
nothing becomes a Gentleman more, than to 
uſe it to thoſe whole Misfortunes have ſeduced 
them, [ Exit. 


C [ Butler 
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[ Butler croſſes the Stage. 
Bel. Sen, Heark ye, Friend. 

Butl. Oh dear Sir, have you heard the Misfor- 
tune ? 

Bel. Sen. Misfortune! Speak, what Misfor- 
tune? 

Butl. Oh, Sir, a moſt dire Miſchance. My 
Maſter's juſt gone with the Coach and Six, 
as faſt as Poſtillion and Coachman can drive 
him 
Bel. Sen. Where is he gone in ſuch haſte? 


What Misfortune has happen'd? -—— 


Butl. Ah poor Lady! She'll never recover it : 
No, it's impoſſible; ſhe's a gone Woman. I wiſh 
ſhe don't dye before he comes back ; She had a 
terrible Night on't: My Heart akes for her, poor 
Gentlewoman, to be cut off in the Flower, in 
the Bloſſom of her Age, by ſuch an Accident. 
Now the Bloom's on the Plumb to have it blaſted, 
indeed it's great pity, great pity truly, very great 

ity. 
, Bel Sen. Are your young Ladies well? He's not 
gone for a Doctor, I hope? 

Butl. Alas, Sir, a Doctor can do the poor Lady 
no Service. 

Bel: Sen. How this Fellow racks me.— Tell 
me how do your Ladies do. 

Butl. Why, Sir, have they been out of Order? 


Good lack, I find one Misfortune never comes a- 


lone. Dear Heart, are they ill? I never heard a 
word on't before. | 
Bel. Sen. Sirrah, were you my Servant, I'd cane 

you out of your Impertinence. 
Butl. J had beſt leave you, Sir, leaſt you take a 
fancy to beat my Maſter's Butler. 
[ Going, Bellair ſeizes him by the Collar, and 
brings him back. | 


Bel. 


el. 
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Bel. Sen. Sirrah, if you don't anſwer me direct- 
ly ro my Queſtion, I ſhall make bold to give you 
that Correction, your Maſter, if he were here, 
wou'd think you deſerve. 

But]. Why-——why, Sir, you wou'dn't beat my 
Maſter's Servant ? 

Bel. Sen. Were I not very ſure he wou'd thank 
me for it. 

Butl. Indeed, Sir, you'll lay no Obligation on 
him or me, in beating me for nothing. | 

Bel. Sen. Anſwer me quickly th.nz how do your 
young Ladies ? 

Butl. Pray, Sir, let me go, and l' tell you any 
thing; the thickneſs of that Cane puts me un- 
= Apprehenſions may annoy your Senſe of Smel- 
ing 

el, Sen. Well, now, Sir, tell me 
[ Lets him go. 

Butl. Why, Sir, I tell you, whenever | come 
within your reach again, you ſhall Souſe, as well 
as Collar me. [ Runs off. 

Bel. Sen. Sure the Impudence of the Servant 
can't be by Encouragement of the Maſter: Cou'd 
I believe Sir Triſtram wou'd paſs over this Affront, 
tho' I love his Daughter, and he gives a con- 
ſiderable Fortune, I wou'd this Minute return 
_ and leave him to provide her another Huſ- 

and. + 
J TheClerk croſſing the Stage bows and goes on. 

Bel. Sen. Harkye, I think you are Sir Trams 
Clerk. 

Clerk. Ar your Honour's Service. 

Bel. Sen. How do the Ladies? 

Clerk. I believe they are well, Sir; they were 
ſo laſt Night. 

Bel. Sen. Are they up? 


C 2 Clerk. 
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Clerk. I ſuppoſe they are, for the Tea is ready ; 
if your Honour pleaſes to walk into the Parlour, 
I'll ſend their Maid to let em know you are 
here. | 

Bel. Sen. You'll oblige me. This Man can make 
an Anſwer. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. The Inn. 


Enter Bellair Jun. Carbuncle and Jerry. 


Bel Jun. Landlord, is Mr. Bellair up? 

Carb. Up, Sir! Why he has been gone to his 
Miſtreſs this half Hour, and better. I'll warrant 
he cou'd no more be from her now, than a paid 
off Sailor can be eaſy with his Money; and in a 
few Months, I don't doubt, bur he'll be as glad 
ro leave her, as the ſame Sailor wou'd a Preſs 
Smack but I forgot to tell you, Sir, two 
Ladies who were coming to this Wedding were 
laſt Night robb'd and bound in a Wood. 

Bel. un. Do you know who the Ladies are? 

Carb. No, Sir. 

Bell. Jun. I pity their Misfortunes, as they are Wo- 
men. Pray what Horſes came in this Morning ſo 
early? Some to the Wedding, I ſuppoſe 

Carb. No, Sir, it is a French Marquis (juſt come 
over to ſee England) and three Footmen: If man 
of them come with ſuch Stomachs, they'll raiſe 
the Price of Meat: Why, he made no more of a 
couple of ſtinking Rabbits, than a Sherk wou'd 
of a Skip-jack. 

Bel. Jun. What do his Servants call him? 

Carb. The Marquis de Montpelier. Does your 
Honour make any Stay in Canterbury ? 


Bel. 
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Bel. Jun. 1 believe till this Wedding is over» 
my Buſineſs being with the Bridegroom. 

Carb. What do you order for Dinner, Sir? 

Bel. Jun. Roaſt Rabbits. 

Jerry. But remember, Landlord, they are not 
for a French Marquis. | 

Carb. That is, vou wou'd not have 'em out- 
ſtink Bilge Water: I'll warrant every thing ſwcer 


and good. 
Enter one of Vilnaiſſance*'s Companions. 


Comp. Landlord, my Lord be vitout Company z 
and deſire you vill do him de grace to invitea de 
Gentleman be vid you to take part oy his leetel 
Diner. 

Bel. Jan. Give my humble Service to the Mar- 
quis, and let him know I will do my ſelf that 
Honour. Exit Comp. 

Carb. I'll let alone your Rabbits; for my Lord 
has Victuals enough for the whole Corporation. 
He has heard much talk of Engliſh Beef, and has 
a ſwinging Sirloin for Dinner, a couple of Ducks, 
three Brace of green Corn Partridge, as many 
W oodcocks, and a Plumb-pudding as large as the 
Drum Head of a Capltorn. 


Enter a Drawer. 


Draw. Sir, Mr. Bellair is juſt come in. 
Carb. I'll wait on him. Shall I let him know, 
Sir, that you wou'd ſpeak with him? 
Bell. Jun. Pray do. 
{ Exeunt Carb. and Drawer. 
Jerry. Now am I in the Agonics of a young 
Bride; I both wiſh and dread this Meeting; my 
Hopes and Fears make my Heart riſe and fall like 
u Weather-glaſs. 
C 3 Bel. 
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Bel. Jun. Baniſh your Fears, Jerry; my Bro- 
ther always expreſs'd a tender Affection for 
me. 

Jerry. Ay, Sir, but then you had no occaſion 
to put him to a tryal. | fear, Sir, his Affections 
are like a Metal I've ſeen, which to the Eye is 
Gold, but evaporates in the Crucible. 

Bell. Jun. If 1 fail in my expected Recep- 
tion 

Ferry. We won't loſe our Labour a ſecond. 
time. 

Bel. Fun. I'll ftrait to Town, where my Ma- 
ria's Kindneſs will upbraid my Brother's Slights. 

Ferry. | fear a Jew who will lend Mony with- 
out Intereſt or Security, may as ſoon be met with, 


as a Woman who will be in Love with Poverty. 


Here comes your Brother: Now does my Heart 
ake, like the Head of a new marry'd Cit. A Viſit 
from my Lord, to his W ife, can't give him more 
Uneaſineſs, than your Brother's haughty Looks do 
me; and yet Hopes make us bear the bruat, as 
Profit — bim run the riſque. 


Enter Bellair Senior ; his Brother Salutes him, he re- 
turns it coidly. 


Bel. Fun. Brother, I defign'd you a Viſit at 
Bellair; but am agreeably ſurpris'd to find you at 
Canterbury. 

Bell. Sen. I aſſure you, Brother, I am mighty 
glad to ſee both you and Jerry 

Jerry. Hunger, I defie thee: [Cuts a Caper] 
This beginning baniſhes all Apprehenſions of Star- 
ving. 

Bel. Sen. In ſo good ar g why, your 
Enemies gave out, that your Banker broke with 
the Money, for which you ſold Hollingborn Eſtate: 

That 


—— 
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That you had been bound for ſeveral, whoſe Debts 
you have been obliged to pay; which had forc'd 
you to ſhift your Lodgings, as often as your Lin- 
nen, for fear of Arreſts. 

Jer. Now is A5 Heart gone to viſit the lower 
Regions of my Belly. 

I. Jun. Leave out the latter part, the reſt is 
true; I ever took care to be out of Debt; and 
tho' my Misfortunes haye come thick upon me, 
yet there's not a Man, with whom I've dealt, can 
ſay, Bellair's in my Books. 

Bel. Sen. I'm glad, in that Point, you've been 
ſo Prudent ; Poverty, and a Goal, are very ter- 
rible: I wiſh you had in the reſt of your Acti- 
ons made uſe of as much Precaution z and you 
1 ſill have been Maſter of a competent E- 

te 

Bel. Jun. Not my Folly, but my Misfortunes 
have reduc'd me. 

Bel. Sen. As I take it, Brother, it was not very 
wiſely done, to ſell your Eſtate, and entruſt one 
Man with the greateſt part of it: Neither was it 
very diſcreet, your paying for the Extravagancies 
of others. 

Bel. Jun. My Eſtate, you know, I fold for an 
advantageous Poſt; and lodg'd the Money with a 
reputed Subſtantial Man; and I think, Brother, J 
ought not to be upbraided for my Humanity, and 
the Villany of others. 

Bel. Sen. You miſtake me very much, Brother, 
if you think l've ill Manners enough to diſcant on 

our Actions. But pray what courle do you intend 
or a Livelyhood? 

Bel. Jun. That's the Cauſe of my preſent Jour- 
ney; I don't doubt but you value me enough to 
lend me your Aſſiſtance. | 
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Bel. Sen. I don't ſee how I can be ſervictable to 
you; I've no Intereſt to get you a Poſt, 

Bel. Jun. Yes, you have the only Intereſt ; lend 
me 10001, it will buy me one, will maintain me 
like a Gentleman: I've hopes of marrying, and I 
may ſoon repay you. 3 

Bet Sen. I proteſt I don't know how to raiſe half 
the Money. | 
© Bel. Jun. I can borrow the Money, if you'll be 
bound with me. 3 | 
| Bel. Sen. I did not rhink, Brother, you wou'd 
| adviſe me to the very thing your ſelf was ruined by. 
Fer. So, our Affairs mult mend very ſoon, for I 
think they are very nigh at the worſt. [Aldo 
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Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, the Coach is ready. 

Bel. Sen. Dear Brother, you'll excuſe me; I'm 
to wait on ſome Ladies who ſtay for me: Tf you'll 
conſider and propoſe any way I can ſerve you, you 
may depend upon me. [ Exit, 

er. [Afide.] The only way I know is to hang 
himſelf; and that he'll as readily do, as part wit 

a Penny. You may, Sir, make a running Foot- 

man of a, Spaniard, before you'll perſwade your 
Affectionate Brother to riſque Ten Pound for you. 

Bel. Jun. ¶ Pauſing.] Is there on Earth ſo vile a 
Thing as Mann 
._ Jer. Faith no; Monkeys are preferable for their 
Charity: If a Companion's ſhot, they'll chew green 
Leaves, and apply em to the Patient, and each 
ſeems to ſhare his Grief: | 
It's only Man, who can with Pleaſure ſee 
His Fellow-Creature's W ant, and Miſery. 

Bur, Sir, before we turn Timons, I wou'd have 
you let your Uncle, Sir William Hiſeman, know 
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your Misfortunes; I've more hopes from his Cha- 
rater, than from Maria's Conſtancy; he will doubt- 
leſs be at the Wedding z for your Brother has no 
ſmall Expectations there. 


Bel. Jun. Vl try no more, curſe on the Chur- 
liſh Crew, 

Maria enly, and if ſhe's not True, 

I'M bid the trifling empty World Adieu. 


[ Exeunt, 


ACT 
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ACT HI. SCENE I. 


SCENE Sir Triftram's Houſe. 


Enter Sir Triſtram, Violetta and Maria. 


Sir Trift. Here are the Girls? 

| 4 V Serv. Sir, they are gone in Mr. 
Bellair's Coach, to meet you and the Ladies. 

Sir Triſt. Couſin, I don't know how to entertain 
you; what think you of a Dram of good Nant:? 
on my Word it's the moſt Sovereign Liquor you 
can drink, after your rough Treatment. 

Mar. Fye, Uncle, is Brandy an Entertainment 
for Ladies? 

Sir Triſt. Ay, by my truly, and Lords too: Mrs. 
Violetta, what ſay you? , 

1 Viol. Indeed, Sir, I think it not unſeaſona- 

* 

Mar. Defend me, Girl, thou'rt a downright 
Tipler. 

Sir Triſt. The Lady knows what's good for her. 
In fetch it my ſelf. [ Exit, 

Mar. Why, Violetta, I believe if the old Gen- 
tleman thought a Husband was proper to expel 
the Cold, you wou'd hardly refuſe the Proffer. 

Viol. Not, if I liked him. 

Mar. Why, thou'rt certainly mad. 

Viol. I ſhou'd certainly give grounds to be 
thought ſo, did I deny what I liked. 

Mar. And cou'd you really exchange your Li- 
berty for Chains; be accountable to a Husband 
for all your Actions; keep only «the Company he 
likes, and in every ching yield a blind Obedience 

to 


. 
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to a Husband ? — fye upon't, the very Name 
gives me the Vapours. 

Viol. I think*you have a very 8 notion of 
Matrimony: But pray, where is the difficulty of 
giving Account of my Actions? I hope I ſhall ne- 
ver be guilty of any need ſhun the Light : As for 
my Company, a Man of Senſe will deny me none 
that's proper for me to keep: (and · I promiſe you, 
Maria, I will never marry a Fool). As to that 
Point of Obedience, it's only ſubmitting our weaker 
Notions, to a Husband's better Judgment; and 
where the hardſhip of being well-advis'd lies, I 
can't find out. 

Mar. Well, I'll not undertake to reclaim you 
I find you too far gone for wholſome Advice to 
have any Effect. 

Viol. Maria, when I hear you rail at Marriage, 
methinks I hear an Attorney exclaim againſt 
Cheats. 

Mar. Oh Heav'ns! w_ does the mad — — 
ſay! why, I hope you don't ſuſpe& me Gui 
ſuch a Fat by Spirit? 2 | 4 | 

Viol. Come, Maria, you may as well make an 


ingenious Confeſſion z Don't you love young Bellgir ? 


Mar. Shall I confeſs to you; and will you be ſe- 
cret ? | 
Viol. Heav'ns! how Idread her Anſwer ! [ Afide.] 
Come, Child, out with it, ſpread your Fan, look 
down, and frankly own, the Name of Bellair gives 
a ſofter Sound to that of Husband. 

May. Why then I do own to you, that Bellair 
to me, above all Mankind, is the moſt— Bur will 
you be ſecret? =. 

Viol. Upon Honour. [ Aſide.] I'm too ſurely loft. 

Mr. Inſupportable. I diverted my ſelf awhile 


with him; and ir gave me no ſmall Pleaſure to ſee 


his different Paſſions of Love, and Grief, at an af- 


fected Smile, or a ſincere and hearty Frown. 
Vidl. 
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Viol. Pray Heav'n, ſhe's ſincere, | Aſide.] Then 


you really do not love him? 

Mar. No; but l hate him, Violetta, beartily. 
Viol. I believe he loves you. 

Mar. I'm not ſurpriz'd he ſhou'd ſay ſo; he's a 
ſinking Man, and my Fortune may buoy him up. 


Sings.] It's Money the Lover attratts ; 
| It's Money makes Stars of our Eyes ; 
The Frowns of a Fortune are Racks ; 
For Money he Sighs, and he Dies. 


II. 


Our Smiles, when we've Money, can ſave; 
It's Money which gives us our Charms: 
It's Money the Lover enſlaves ; 

{t's Money be courts to his Arms. 


Viol. Nay I muſt own to you, a Woman with 
Money, is like a Houſe well furniſhed ; tho' the 
Shell may be very agreeable, yet Furniture is a Con- 
veniency you can't be withour. 

Mar. O! defend me; here comes my Uncle and 
his Brandy Bottle. | 


Enter Sir Triſtram. 


* 

Sir rift. Mars ſhall be Captive, the Warrior God | 
ſhall yield, 
And Love, to glorious Nants, reſign the Field: 

By Nants inſpir'd, Bacchus ſhall rule chief God 
And Thund'ring Jove obey his drunken Nod. 
Lookye, Ladies, tbring you a Dram of the beſt Li- 
quor France affords, which may be, when you're 
acquainted with, you'll cool in your Averſion to- 


Wards it; hear what the Poet ſays, 


Great 
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Great Jove a Godhead to the Mortal grants, 
W ho firſt diſtill'd rhe matchleſs Liquor Nants.' 
For you muſt know, Couſin, Bacchus was formerly 
a French Diſtillerz and when Jove took that ramble, 
which Ovid mentions in his Metamorphoſis, he en- 
tertain'd the Gods with a Dram of old Nass. 
Come, Mrs. Violetta, my Service to you. | Drinks. 
Viol. Maria, you'll find a little Brandy will be of 


Service to you. | 
Mar. Why do'ſt think, Girl, I can drink with 


a Salamander ? 
Sir Triſt. Well, well, I ſhan't preſs you: Mrs. Vio- 
letta, are you for another Glals? 


Viol. No more, Sir. 
Sir Triff. Adſo, here are the Girls come back: 


Well, I'll put up my Bottle, and be with you in a 
Moment. [ Exit. 


Enter Arabella, Luſinda, and Bellair Senior. 


Ara. Dear Ladies, I'm fincerely afflicted for your 
Misfortunes: And 
Mar. And I deſire, Couſin, (if you wou'd 
have me in a good Humour) you will never menti- 
on another word on't: Had [ been ſure of meeting 
this Uſage, it ſhou'd not have deterr'd my waiting 


on you, 


Viol. The preſent Pleaſure baniſhes the remem- 
brance of what we ſuffer'd. 

Bel. Sen. The little Concern you ſhew for your 
Loſs and ill Treatment, argues an unparallel'd Friend- 
ſhip,which, Madam, it ſhall be my Study to preſerve. 


Enter Sir Triſtram with a Bottle and Glaſs. 


Sir Triſt. You are welcome home; I miſs'd you, 


going over my own Grounds. Here, Couſin, l 


have been ranſacking all my Stores, for a Bottle of 
| ſomething 
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ſomerhing that vou may Drink; and at laſt T have 
found what I am ſure you will approve of. 

Mar. What have you brought, Sir Triſfram? 
| Sir Triſt. The Reſtorative of Health; it is a Cor- 
dial which gives Colour to a pale Face, removes 
all Hypocondriack Hiſterick Fits, ſweetens the 
Blood, creates a Stomach, is an infallible Cure for 
Gout or Toothach : In ſhort, it rectiſies the whole 
Maſs of Blood, enlivens the Spirits, and diſperſes 
all Clouds of Melancholy. 

Mar. This Cordial of yours, I fear, is like Quacks 
Pills; it has ſo many Virtues, it will prove good tor 
nothing : But pray the Name of this incomparable 
Liquor ? 

Sir Triſt. The Name, Couſin? why the Name is— 
but when | have told you the Name, may be, you'll 
deſire to know the Erymology of the word; ſo in 
asking and anſwering Queſtions, my Liquor will be 
ſpoil'd; Drink, Couſin, and I'll tell you the Name 
afrerwards. | She drinks. | Well, how do you like 

it, does it not anſwer my Character? 

1 Mar. Really it's agreeable Liquor; but till I 

* want to know its Name. 

Sir Triſt. This, Couſin, is L'Excellent & non pa- 
reil Melange D' Evroigne bur put it abour. 

They drink round. 


. 
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Mar. But the Name, Uncle? 

Sir Triſt. Why the Ladies in the Weſt-Indies call 
it Florence; the Gentlemen in England call it — 
but take r'other Glaſs. [ Maria drinks. 

Sir Triſt. They call it, (but hang me if by any 
Tradition, I can find the Derivation of the word) 
they call it Punch, Couſin. n 

Mar. Shriets.] Punch! Oh Heav'ns! filthy Punch! 
how cou'd you be ſo barborous, Uncle? Lend me 
your Hand, Violetta, my Head ſwims, I'm down- 
right drunk; Oh Sick, ſick, ſick. | 

Viol. Why it has nothing of this effect upon us: 
How do you find your ſelves, Ladies? Lu. 
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Laſ. Mighty well. 

—4 In ſorry, Couſin, you ſhou'd ſo ſuddenly 
be taken ill; ir ſeem'd to agree with you, till my 
Father told the Name on't. 

Mar. It's well if the filthy Liquor don't kill me; 
fince the very Name has ſuch violent Effects. 

Sir Trift. Ds-heart, Couſin, this muſt be all Fancy 
why, the Punch was made with double refined Su- 

ar, good Lemons, and right Nantsz and how the 
Devil it can make you Sick, I can't imagine; but I'll 
take care none of my Liquor ſhall be loſt on you for 
the future. If I know 1 in my Houſe give you 
ſtronger Liquors than Coffee or Tea, I'll cut their 
Legs off. 
el. Sen. It would be proper, Sir, to leave the 
Ladies to themſelves. 

Sir Tris. 95 ay — Pray take care of my Cou- 
ſin, and my Violetta. [ Excunt. 

Mar. Couſins, you'll oblige me to let me lye down. 

Luſ. We'll wait on you to your Chamber, I be- 
lieve you want Reſt. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the Inn, 
Enter Bellair Jun. and Jerry. 


Jer. Never blame Fortune; the Goddeſs, you 
ſce, proves much kinder than your Brother. 
W hy, you have fleec'd the Marquis as handſomely as 
a Counſellor cou'd his Client: My Bleſſing attend 
his Lordſhip for inviting you to Dinner, and enter- 
taining you with ſo noble a Diſſert as Fifty Guineas, 
and ſo rich a Diamond: Why I'll warrant the Jewel 
worth a Hundred and Fifty Pound. 

Bel. Jun. I'm doubly bound to the blind Lady; 
firſt for the Preſent, and next for her picking our 
ſo ſeaſonable a time to oblige me. ern, do you 
ſtep out, and enquire whoſe Set of fine Horſes 
thoſe are which juſt now came in. 

| Jer. 
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Jerry. Here comes my Landlord, Sir. 


Enter Carbuncle. 


Bel. Jun. Whoſe Horſes came in juſt new? 

carb. They belong, Sir, to a Maiden Lady, one 
Mrs. Maria, the fame who was robb'd. There, Sir, 
is a well fitted Frigot for you: She's mounted with 
a double Tier of Thouſands per Ann. A Man wou'd 
Sail,in a Storm, were he ſure to make ſuch a 
Prize; tho' I'll warrant ſhe'll give a long Stern 
Chaſe before you come up with her, and ſtand an 
Engagement of ſome Glaſſes, before ſhe's boarded. 

Bel. Jun. Maria | Sure Fortune, weary of proſe- 
cuting me, grows laviſh of her Favours : 'This is 
unexpected Happineſs. [ Hfede. 

Carb. The Lady is come to the Wedding, and 
lies at Sir Tyiſtram's Houſe. 

Jerry afide to Bell. Jun.] Sir, if you — I'll 
enquire for a Chapman for the two Geldings? 

Bel. Jun. What does the Fellow mean? 

Ferry. Why, Sir, I ſuppoſe we ſhall go to Town 
in our Coach and Six. 

Carb. I think, Sir, you have left the Marquis 
almoſt in his Balaſt.— [Call within, Landlord.] 
Coming, coming. [ Exit. 33 

Bel. Jun. I'll into my Chamber, and write to 
Maria; I am impatient till I ger an Opportunity | 
to ſpeak to her. | 

Ferry. Why, Sir, your Brother will ſurely in- 
vite you to his Wedding, and you'll then ſee her. 

Bel. Jun. Faith! doubt it; for he did not men- L 
tion a word on't. 

Ferry. Sir, if you pleaſe, T'll tell him you have 
Mony; and if he does not come himſelf to invite 

u, may I be Spitch-cock'd : It's natural, Sir, to 
reſpect the Rich, tho' we are ſure never to get a 6 


Groat by 'em. ( 
| Bel. 
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Bell. No, IIl not write; Love admits no Cere- 
monies: And tho I'm a Stranger to Sir Liam, 
ru fly to my Maria, whoſe Conſtancy will prove 
Women have Souls above a ſordid Intereſt. | Ext. 
Ferry. Now, Mercury, thou Protector of all Ser- 
vitors, prove propitious ! : 
Hungry Thoughts, and ragged Fears adieu, 
Tve now a thriving, plenteous Scene in View. 
Ah! hear, ye Gods, I pray to ye by th' Dozen; 
And make her Kind, or all my Hopes ye coaen : 
I ſink at once, from Flaiks of gen'rous Red, 
To Chaundlers Farthing Beer, thick, ſtale, and dead: 
From Pheaſant, Partridge, Sir-loins, Lamb, andVeal, 
To Hog's Face, Tripe, to Chitterling and Heel. 
| | Exit after bis Maſter. 


Enter Vilnaiſſance. 


Vil. Was the Devil in me! not only to loſe the 
greateſt Part of my Money, but ſuch a Jewel too. 
I dare not let theſe Rogues, my Companions, know 
my Folly, leſt they, tearing the Stone ſhou'd be- 
tray them, cut my Throat to ſave their Neckg— 
however, they would certainly poſt to Lond, and 
then all Hopes ot Mariz vanith. Here come the 
Villains, I muſt ſeem chearful, whatever Czule I 
have for the contrary.—— 


Enter Vilnaiſſancc's three Compamons. 
Vil. So, my dear Friends, what News? 


1. That which is very acceptable; the Lady 
is Come to Town; I've had an Account of the 
Robbery from one of her own Servants z they have 
ſent an Hue and Cry toward Londen, and we pals 
(without Suſpicion) for Servants to Monfteur Le 
Marquis. — 
2d. I was cf Opinion they wou'd never ſuf] 
our taking up our Quarters iu the ſame Jon they 
dchon'd tc, | 
D 2d. It's 
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2d. It's like hiding a purſu'd Man in Newgate. 
Vil. Thus far we are lucky: I don't ſee any 
Thing which may fruſtrate our Deſigns on the 


. On the contrary, I am of Opinion thou'lt 
carry her: Her Servants ſay, ſhe never miſſes 
Prayers, if there is any one in Town ſhe thinks 
worth ſhewing herſelf to. Your Lordſhip may vi- 
fit the Cathedral, and I don't doubt but your 
modeſt Aſſurance will find Ways enough to be in- 
„ ͤ „„ 

Pray may I aſk your Lordſhip, when you 
laf ſaw the Inſide of 4 Church? p + 
Vill. When I was chriſten d, Poultroon : But I 
remember you had a Qualm of Conſcience come 
over you; and leaſt you ſhou'd return to your for- 
mer -Courſe of Life, you viſited a Church, and 
ſole the Velvet Pall for a Memento mori. 

2d. Nay, I'll ſay that for Poultroon, he's like the 
Ladies who carry their Work about with em; he's 
never idle, go where he will. 

1/..I wiſh his Work, like theirs, don't end in 


| Knotting. 


zd. If it does, I may thank ſuch a Knot of Rogues 


Vil. Why, you ungrateful, pickpocket, ſcoundrel, 
cowardly Dog, Did not I take you from diving 
for Handkerchiefs, to incorporate you with the two 
worthy Gentlemen preſent, and my ſelf? Did not 
I rig you out, put Words in your Mouth, and get 

ou a Penſion? And are theſe: the Thanks! O 
empora, O Mores! What a World is this; not an 
honeſt grateful Man to be met with - 

24. Fye, Mr. Vilnaiſſance, what he ſaid was in 
Raillery ; you ſhou'd not take it ill. 

Vil. How a Man may be deceiv'd: Mr. Courvite, 
T took that Poultroon for the honeſteſt Fellow, but, 
if ever I croſs a Road with him again—— 


1 
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1/. Hold, make no raſh Vows. 

Vil. Were it not for the Sake of theſe honeſt 
Gentlemen, and the Fear of a Diſturbance, I 
wou'd cane you into good Manners; this nume- 
rical Stick {hou'd teach you the Reſpect due to a 
Gentleman. | Exit in a Huff. 

2d What! threaten'd to be caned! III) loud. 

2d. Zounds, he'll hear ye. 
34 —— have his Blood. [ Softly. 

1/. Look ye, Mr. Poultroon, he has uſurp'd a Com- 
mand over us all, which, for my Part, I am hear- 
tily tir'd of: I know the Regue s a Coward , but the 
Miſchief is, we know our ſelves the ſame. Now, it 
you'll be rul'd by me, we wall, for our own Sakes, 
carry on his Project; and, if he fails in it, we'll cut 
his Throat, and make oft with his Share of our laſt 
Plunder. 

24. Upon my hone Word, a very good Propoſal. 

zd. But how ſhall we get our Horſes away? 

IJ. We'll pretend he's ill, and deſires to have 
no body come into his Chamber: You know we 
have always waterd the Horſes our ſelves; and 
at Watering-time we will c'en leave to the Town 
the Honour of interring the Marquis. 

2d. Nothing can be better laid : I'm for it. 

24. I agree to it with all my Soul; but let us ſe- 
parate, leſt he ſuſpects we have ſome Deſign. 

[ Exeunt ſeverally. 


Enter Sir William Wiſeman, Horatio, and Car- 
buncle. 


Carb. Sir William Wiſeman, T am heartily glad to 
ſee your Honour in Canterbury. Mr. Horatio, you 
are as welcome to me, as a Mets of freſh Meat tg 
an Half. allowanc'd Sailor. 

Sir Wm. Mr. Carbuncle, T thank you; we ſhall 
take up our Quarters with you while we ſtay; 

D 2 Sir 
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Sir Triſtram's Houſe will be full of Company, and 
my Lying there will create him Trouble, and give 
my ſelf Uneaſineſs. 

Carb. Sir Triſtram expected your Honour laſt 


Night. 


Sir Wm. I ſhou'd have been here Yeſterday, but 
that I was robbe d, and lay in a Ditch all Night. 
I overtook Horatio within two Miles of the Town. 

Carb. I am heartily ſorry for it; but you ere not 
the only Prize theſe Land-Pyrates have made; 


they boarded Mrs. Maria's Coach, rummag'd her 
Hold, and carry'd off the moſt valuable Part (if 
not all) of her Cargo, and then cut her Rigging in 


pieces, ſo that ſhe cou d not make Sail again, till Sir 
Triſtram took her in Tow. But what Wine do you 
drink, Gentlemen? ——— 

Hor. Have you any French, ? 

Carb. Has a Ship three Maſts ? J']I bring you a 


' Flaſk you ſhall be as well pleas'd with, as an idle 


Tar with a Trade-Wind. | Exit. 
Sir Wm. Horatio, there's a Wife for you: What 
Objection can you have to Maria, a Lady young, 


rich, and beautiful? 
Hor. Cou d you add the other Epithets of pro- 


dent and ſincere, yet my Friendſhip to your Ne- 
phew Charles bars all Thonghts of Maria. 

Sir Wm. Why, Horatio, can you he fo unfaſhion- 
able, as to profeſs a Friendſhip for a Man who's 


poor ? 


Hor. He can never be fo who has your Nephew's 
Virtues ; his Misfortunes may have ruin d his 
Eſtate, but can never deprive him of that Hu- 
manity, Bravery, and Juſtice, that generous and 


obliging Temper, good Senſe, and nice Honour, 


all who know him muſt allow conſpicuous in the 


- unfortunate Pellair, 


Sir Wm. 1 wiſh he anſwer'd the Character your 
Friendſhip gives him. 
Ho. 
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Tor. Sir, I may be allow'd to know him better 
than any other: When my Father's Misfortunes 
had ruin'd his Eſtate, and left my Siſter and felt 
two helpleſs Orphans, your Brother's Humanity 
gave us a kind Reception: The youngeſt Bellair and 
I, being of an Age, were put to the ſame School, 
enter'd the ſame College, and went thro the ſame 
Studies; we Jovd one another as Brothers, and 
contracted from our Infancy a Friendſhip, which 
wou'd allow him to keep nothing a Secret to me: 
He did me the Honcur to conſult me in almoſt 
every Action, not one of which but was conſonant 
to the ſtricteſt Rules of Virtue: I was his Com- 
panion in his Travels, and a Witneſs of the great 
Eſteem he acquir'd in every Place of our Reſidence. 
'Thus, Sir, we have from Children been never a- 
ſunder; 'till my Uncle's Death, who left me and 
my Siſter Joint-Heirs to his Eſtate, obligd me to 
go to the Weft-Indies, where his Effects Iay. Upon 
my Return to Town I've heard of my Friend's 
Misfortunes, and think my felt happy that I have 
it in my Power, by ſharing my Fortunes with 
him, to repair his, and convince him of the Since— 
rity of my Friendſhip. 

Sir Wm. Horatio, you ſhew a generans Friend - 
ſhip ; but this Account is far different from that 
I have had of him: I had a Character the very 
Reverſe of what you ſpeak him; and I fear his Pe- 
verty is more owing, to his Vices than to his Miſ- 
fortuncs. 

Hor. His Principles were always above a baſe 
Action, and he has too inuch Senſe to be guilty of 
a fooliſh one. 

Sir Wim. What do you acconnt the keeping 
Whores and Race-horles. and the laviſhing his 
Eſtate among Bullics and Sharpers ? | 


: 23 Hor. 
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Hor. I account em Follies he cou'd not be guilty 
of; you are wrong inform'd, Sir William: I have 
already told you, the Reaſon of his ſelling his 
Eſtate was the buying a Regiment; how he loſt 
the Money I need not repeat to you. I had this 
Account from the Colonel with whoin he had a- 
greed, who 1s a Man of Probity, and who very 
much lamented his Misfortune; for Bellair himſelf 
I have not ſeen ſince my Arrival, tho' I made a 
diligent Enquiry after hun. | 

Sir Vm. I fear, indeed, he is not to be found 
among the Company you keep. | 

Hor. Sir William, I know you ſo juſt, that I 
ſhou'd wonder if you receiv'd an ill Opinion of 
any, (eſpecially ſo near a Relation) 'till you were 
ſure he deſerv'd it. 

Sir Vm. Suppoſe J had this Character from his 
Brother? | 

Hor. I am very unwilling to ſuppoſe the Son of 
my Patron can be gwlty of ſo unmanly a Crime 
as Detraction, or by: ſuch a Villainy call his Birth 
in Queſtion, 


Enter Carbuncle. 


Carb. Sir William, if you pleaſe to clap upon 
your Starboard-tack, you'll weather the Bar, and 
come to an Anchor in a Room as clean as a new 
ſcrapd Deck, where you'll find a Bottle of as good 
French as any the Regent drinks at his own Meſs. 

Sir Wm. Il] follow you, Landlord; for I ſhall 


never find it by your Directions. Come Ho- 
ratio. | [ Exit. 
Hor. How deficient are our Laws, in not puniſh- 
ing Detraction equally with the worſt of Crimes: 
The poor Fellow whoſe Neceſſities oblige him to 
rob, that he may eat, is immediately execnted, as 
8 Wretch 
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a Wretch who burthens the Earth; but he who 
robs you of your good Name, ſhall be careſsd as 
agreeable Company. [ Exit after Sir William. 


ACT IV. SCENE 


SCENE, Sir Triſtram's Houſe. 
| Enter Maria and Violetta. 


Maria. T E T me dye, Violetta, if the French 
Marquis we ſaw viewing the Cathe- 
dral, is not a moſt engaging Man. How handſome- 
ly he introduc'd himſelf when my Curioſity led 
me to follow the Verger, who ſhew'd him the 
Church ! 

Violet. J have a very different Opinion of him. 
Indeed he addreſs'd himſelf to us (or to you ra- 
ther) with the Aſſurance of a ſeven Years Ac- 
quaintance. 

Mar. That — that very Action ſhews the Man 
of Quality: Well, the French Breeding is certainly 
the moſt agreeably pretty—— An Engliſb Gentle- 
man ſhall be half a Year acquainted with yon, 
before you can get more out of him, than Tes, 
Madam, and No, Madam ; but the French Gentle- 
man 1s never a Stranger to you, and a Minute will 
make him as familiar and as well acquainted as 
a Year's Converſation. 

Violet. The Marquis has given ſufficient Demon- 
ſtration of what you ſay ; for I think he made no 
Scruple to tell you of a Conqueſt. 

Mar. Why not, Violetta! I thank Fate, neither 
Age nor Wrinkles have given me Reaſon to doubt 
the Marquis's Sincerity, and as to 

_ Enter 
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Enter Bellair, Ju. 


[ She Shrieks |—Oh Heav'ns! how came this odious 
Man to Canterbury ! | Aſide. 
Bell. Fun. Here, my Maria, | Kneels, takes her Hand 
and kiſſes it.] let me pay my Vows to Heaven 
tor this ſo much deſir d and unexpected Bleſſing. — 
Mar. What mean you, Sir? In a Surprize. 
Viol. I can never bear to ſee him 11]-treated, tho 
by my Rival; her Uſage of him gives me an Un- 
eaſineſs, almoſt equa} to that of his loving her. 
3 
Bell. Jun. How! I promis'd my ſelf a far tif 
ferent Reception from my Maria. 
Mar. You had very little Grounds to make your 
ſelf that Promiſe. FORD 
Bell. Fun. I thought a Confeſſion of Love, from 
your Mouth, when laſt I parted from you, ſuffici- 
ent Grounds to build my Hopes upon. 4 
Mar. I don't remember any ſuch Confeſſion; 
but, to avoid all Pro's and Con's on that Head: 
granting what you ſay to be ſo, I am not yow 
of the fame Mind; and I hope you'll not be ſur- 
priz'd at the Unſteadineſs of a Woman's Temper. - 
Bell. Fun. Come, my Maria, it's Time to lay 
aſidè this Maſk; why do yon take Delight to tor- 
ture me? I am ſure your Tongue and Hekit don't 
agree in this Uſage. oo 
Mar. Upon my Word, Mr. Bellair, I tell you 
truly. they do. | 
Pell. Jun T1 baulk her Vanity; Poverty has 
fix d her Reſolutions too firmly for my Endeavours 
to remove them. | Afide.] Then I may, Madam, 
depend on you as a Woman of your Word ; 
Mar. You may ; I think I ſhall not be of ano- 
ther Humour, I won't be certain, Women, you 
ZW Ree drab 
Ee Boll. 
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Bell. Fun. Now wou'd ſome People rant like a 
Hero on the Stage; call you all the falſe In- 
rateſuls, and I know not what: But I, Maria, 
22 more Love, Manners, and Conſcience. I 
cou'd not value you, did I endeavour to croſs 
your Inclinations; I ſhou'd be very unmannerly, 
did I not approve ot your Ladyſhip's Reſolutions 
and have very little Conſcience, coud I hope you 
wou'd prefer my Eaſe to your own. | Bowing. 
Mar. Oh how this Indifference galls me ! | Afide] 
I find Mr. Bellair the Man I ſuſpected him, one 
who can remove his Heart with as much Eaſe as 
he can make a Conqueſt, I ſee you pleasd with 
my feign'd Indifference, and glad of an Opportu- 
nity to break with the Woman who loves you. 

Bell. Fun. The Turn's too ſudden, Madam; you 
change your Key with a great deal of Art; but it 
won't do : I ſhall never dance after the Muſick. 

Aar. Now all the Cunning of my Sex aſſiſt me 
to be reveng d on this Indifterence : | Afide. | By 
all my Hopes of Happineſs on Earth, I am the 
very ſame I was when laſt we parted. | 

Hell. Fun. I readily believe it, Madam. 

Mar. All that I ſaid was falſe, as my Love's 
unfeign'd; witneſs theſe Tears, which from my 
o'er-charg'd Heart make a forbidden Paſſage at my 
Eyes. 

Hell. Fun. Oh! forgive me, Maria, the poor Suſ- 
picion, thou Jovelieft tendereſt of thy Sex. The 
Indifference I feign'd, rackd me to my Soul: In- 
vention cannot find Torments can anſwer to thoſe 
few Moments 

Mar. Oh ! Bellair, I am loſt, if the Indifference 
you ſhew'd is, as, alas] too much I fear it, real, 
and your Paſſion feign'd, if you don't love 
me, 


Enter 


hy \ 
* — 
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Enter Vilnaiſſance. 


Fil. So, I find my Market's over. [ Afide. 
Bell. Fun. Oh! I love thee with a Paſſion too 
violent for Time to abate of it; my Life, my 
Study, ſhall be your Eaſe, and 
: _ And I am extreamly glad to hear it, 

a, ha 

Vil. Ha, ha, ha! 

Mar. Oh! Monfieur le Marquis, are you there! 
What does your Lordſhip ſo heartily laugh at? 

Vil. At de ver fame ting dat diverta your Lady- 
ſip. Pray vat make your Ladyſip ſo ver merry ? 
Mar. I laugh to think what a filly Creature 
is Man. 

Vil. Norbleu, a ver good Jeſt, Ha, ha, ha 

Mar. Monſieur le Marquis, that's my Lover; 
pray mind what a melancholy Figure the poor 
Gentleman makes. a 

Vil. Tete bleu he look ver foolis. 

Bell. Fun. Sir, you'll find the Ladies may take 
a Privilege will be dangerous to any elſe. 

Vil. Dangerous! vell vat me minda dangier, 
vendredi de dangier be vat givea me de ver great 
Contentment. 

Mar. Mr Bellair, the Marquis and I have a lit- 
tle Buſineſs; if you'll make me a Viſit to Morrow, 
you may chance to find me in another Humour; 
yon are ſenſible Women are not long in the ſame. 
: Vil. Ay, to Morr Monſieur de Lady be at Lei- 
ure. 

Bell. Fun. Sir, the Lady protects you here, 

May he who ever thinks a Woman true, 


Be jilted and abus d. as I'm by you. [ Exit. 
Mar. Ha, ha, ha 
Vil. Ha, ha, ha Both laugh together. 


Mar. 
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Mar. [repeats] May he who ever thinks, Ha, ha, 
ha, a Woman true, Ha, ha, ha! 

Vil. [repeats] Be de Jilt, and de abuſe too, Ha, 
ha, ha! Morbleu, Madam, your Wit be ſharp as 
de Razor; but, Madam, me muſt tella your La- 
dyſip, det me nevre ope to kiſſa de Hand of de 
younga King me Maiſtre, if your Ladyſip no ave 
de Compaſſion for my Suff ring. 

Mar. Monfieur le Marquis, you are mighty 
pleaſant; Ha, ha, ha! 

Vil. Ha, ha, ha! but, Madam, you laugh at my 
Paſſion ; you makea de Robbery, and den you 
makea de Jeſt z ver pret Faſhion. 

Mar. Pray, Monfieur le Marquis, what do you tax 
me with ? 2 I am intirely Ignorant. 

Vil. T#te bleu, you. likea de great Rogue, who 
robba every body; he be ſo uſua to de tieving, 
dat he ſteal when he no deſign it : So your Eyes 

be fo acoùtume to ſteala de Arts, dat me no be 
ſurprizea if you are ignorant dat you 'ave robba 
me, among de great Nombre, you daily makea 
your Priſoner: If you no reſtorea me me Art, 
or makea me de ample Satisfaction, me indica you 
for de Teft. 

Mar. I ſhall plead not guilty. 

Vil. Me fall bring a ver good Witneſs dat your 
Tongue binda all my Senſes, while your Eyes 
makea de Robbery ; and der will be great many 

appear againſt you to prove dis no be de firſt 
Time; and when Judge Cupid ave Notice you be 
de old Offender ; A, ha, Madam, vat you tink 
become ave you den; ha! vat you tink, Madam? 

Mar. I believe your Lordſhip can't make out 
pur Charge, or prove you have ſuſtain d much 

8. 

Vil. You avea de ſtollen Goods abouta you; it 
be marka vid your Ladyſip's Face, and Shape; 
and de Motto be Conflancy — 1 
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Mar. Allowing it, your Lordſhip can deſire ng 
more than Reſtitution. 
Vil. Ah, Madam, you can no reſtgre it; you ave 
ſo many Charm, dat you vil allure it back de Mi- 
nute you you'd return it; nay, do I vas touſand 
Mile off. 
Mar. I don't, my Lord, know how to make you 
Satisfaction, you raiſe ſo many Difficulties. 
Fil. Madam, you muſt givea your Heart in Ex- 
change, and me diſcharge me Action; you muſt 
agree to dis, or I arreſt you in de Name of de lietle 


great God Cupid. [Seizes ber Hand. 
Mar. Since no other Satisfaction will be accepted, 
T muſt endeavour my Eſcape. [ Runs off. 


Vil. Nay, me no looſea my Priſoner fo. 
Sure they are mad who Impudence deſpiſe, 


At leaſt give ſtrongeſt Proofs they're not o erwiſe. 
| [ Runs after. 


Enter Sir William Wiſeman, and Sir Triſtram. 


Sir Triſt. By Bacchus, Sir William, this Wedding, 

IT think, will renew my Age; had I but a good 
Match for Linda. the Joy of ſeeing my Girls 
happily diſposd of, would make me caſt my Skin 
like a Snake; all Care woud then be off my 
Hands; except that of getting good Wine and a 
ſober Buttler. 

Sir Wm. J had a Nephew, this Gentleman's Bro- 
ther, to whom I deſign'd the better Part of my 
Eſtate, T wiſh he had continu'd to deſerve it: For 
him I did propoſe to alk Luſinda. 

Sir Trif. What's his Fault, Sir William ? If he 
drinks, why, its a Recommendation to me; he 
who won't drink, is a deſigning Knave. If he 
wenches, I ſhall have the greater Hopes of a Grand- 
ſon, and he has the more Need of à Wife to re- 
claim him. If he games, you may tie your "uw 

| 0 
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ſo that he can't touch it, and then no body will 
play with him: I can make no Objection to him, 
if he does not want Bravery ; for a Coward's Fear 
makes him a Tool to all. 
Sir Wm. No, Sir Triſtram, he's Brave, if a wicked, 
lewd Fellow, guilty of all Debauchery, can be 
call'd ſo, without a Paradox; but I ſhall otherwife 
diſpoſe of my Eſtate, to we'll change the Diſ- 
courſe. 

Sir Triſt. How came you to name him? If you 
deſign to do nothing for him, never think of him 
more. 

Sir Wm. It's the greateſt Affliction 1 have; and 
it's ſome Eaſe to impart our Sorrows to our 
Friends. 

Sir Trift. Let me then adviſe you, Sir William, 
not to proceed raſhly in any Thing concerning 
your Eſtate; one raſh Aion very often begets a 
Life's Repentance. Your Nephew may be reclaim'd 
and when you wou'd encourage his Virtue, how 
wou'd 1t-grieve you, that you had too ſeverely pu- 
niſh'd the Flights of his Youth, by putting it out 
of your Power ? 

Sir Wm. You are arguing againſt your Daughter's 
Intereſt; for I deſign my Eſtate to your Son-in-law. 

Sir Triſt. By Bacchus, 1 wou'd not have my Girl's 
Forrune raisd upon the Ruins of another's. Con- 
ſider, Sir William, whether or no you are not about to 
diſinherit your Nephew for the very Faults your 
Youth was guilty of; we are not to expect Twenty 
N to have the Diſcretion and Experience of Sixty 
odd. 

Sir Vm. You wou'd not have me, Sir Triſtram, 
follow a Man with an Eſtate, and court him to let 
me do him Service ? He has never been near 
me ſince his Follies have begpar'd his Fortunes. 

Str Triſt. May be he is ſenſible of his Miſtake. 
and conſcious he does not deſerve your Favour ; 

and 
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and ſo his Modeſty, not his Want of Reſpect, may 


keep him from you. 

Sir Vn. Come, Sir Triſtram, I'll propoſe a Match 
to you, What think you of Horatio? Hes a 
pretty Gentleman, and Maſter of a plentiful For- 
tune. 

Sir Trift. Adod, I like the young fellow mightily. 

Sir Wm, Shall I propoſe it to him? 

Sir Trift. I give my Conſent, if the Lad approves 
on't, and the Girl is not averſe to it; for my Ob- 
ſtinacy, Sir V illiam, ſhall never make my Children 
unhappy. I had better bury the poor Girls alive, 
than marry em where they don't like a forc d 
Match is very often the Ruin of a good Family — 
But your Nephew and Horatio will imagine I have 
no Wine in my Cellar, and that we have left em 
with the Women to {will their Guts with Tea: 
By Bacchus, I wou'd not have the Reflection on 
my Houſe tor a Ship Load of dry Leaves. | Exeunt. 


Enter Violetta and Luſinda. 


Viol. Since, Luſinda, you have repos'd ſo gene- 
rous a Confidence 1n me, and truſted me with your 
Love to my Brother, I ſhould make an ungrateful 
Return, did I keep any Thang ſecret to you 
Know then, I am ſo unhappy as to love the Man 
who has a Paſſion for another; and ſigh for him 
who is {lighted by Maria —— The youngeſt Bellatr 
is now in Canterbury; but I fear, by what my Ki- 
val tells me of her Treatment, he will immediate- 
24 leave the Town; and I wou'd give the World to 
ee him How far happier, my Luſenda, is 
their Sex than ours! who by that Tyrant, Cuſtom, 
are forbid the Diſcovery of our Paſſhons —— 
How much more bleſt than we are happy Men! 

Luſ. J heartily pity you, and wiſh I cou'd any 
Way be ſerviceable to you, 


Enter 
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Enter Horatio. 


Hor. Siſter, I have overheard you, and nothing 
cou'd add to the Pleaſure of Lo conſenting 
to make me happy, but that juſt Value you have 
for my Friend He deſerves it, Violetta, and 
you ought not to bluſh at ſo worthy a Choice —— 

Tell me, Where ſhall I find the dear Man ? 
Viol. Whither to direct you I don't know, but 
he is at ſome Inn in Town. 

Hor. I will ſearch every Inn in Town to find 
him: Pardon me, Luſinda, nothing but my Friend 
cou'd intice me one Moment from you. 

Luſc. And in, this Search, I'm in as much Haſte 
to have you gone. [Exit Horatio. 


Exter Maria and Arabella. 


Mar. So, Ladies, What's the Subject of the pre- 
ſent Diſcourſe ? | 

Luſ. What can you imagine it ſhou'd be, but a 
Huſband ? 

Mar. Oh dreadful ! 

Viol. Come, Maria, all your Rhetorick won't 
defend you againſt three of us; Arabella is oblig'd 
to be of our Party. 

Mar. Why, Arabella certainly propoſes no other 
Satisfaction in this Match, than that of pleaſing 
her Father. 

Arab. Indeed, Couſin, that's the main Motive: 
But did I not believe I ſhou'd be * eaſy in a 
marry'd State, I ſhou'd oppoſe this Match; and 
I m Tatisfy'd, my Father's Tenderneſs, even now, 
wou'd break it off. 

Luſc. I ſay, a Woman without a Huſband, is 
like a Ship without a Rudder : She may happen 

to 
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to get into Harbour well, but there are great Odds 
againſt it. . 

Mar. Luſinda, thou'rt quite ſpoil'd ; when I was 
laſt down, nothing cou'd perſwade you to liſten to 
Matrimony. 

Luſ. As we grow older, we grow wiſer, Couſin. 

Mar. Prithee, Child, cant name any one Thing 
a Huſhand is good for ? 

Lnſ. He's the Defence of our Honour. 

Viol. A real Friend in Adverſity. 

Luſ. An obliging Companion in Proſperity. 

Mar. Youll find him a gilt Pill, fair to the Eye, 
but very bitter in the Taking. 

Luſ. Come, come, for all your Grimace, we 


ſhall ſee you ſwallow this Pill without ER 
low 


Arab. Couſin, theſe mad Girls will never a 
any Thing you can bring, contrary to their Max- 
ims. | 
Lu. Well, well, Maria, if we can't convince 
you of the Harmony of Wedlock; yet, the Mar- 
quis may perſwade you that it's the only happy 
State. | | 

Mar. Oh, the wicked Wretch ! Doſt think I can 
be in Love with Man ? Filthy Man —— If you'll 
go into my Chamber, I'Il read you a Poem of mine 
will convince you how 1rreconcileable I am to that 
Naviſh Title of Wife. | 

Viol. We'll follow you. [ Exenme. 


Enter one of Vilnaiſſance's Companions, and a Servant. 


Comp. You no be Servant to Mrs. Maria ? 

Serv. Yes, Sir. 
Comp, Voud you obligea your Lady, and my 
Lord ? See, here be de Preſent ove my Lord, de 
ten Guinea for you. | 

Serv. Bleſs his noble Lordſhip, what can I do to 
deferve this ? 
Comp. 
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Comp. You know dat my Lord 'ave one Rival, 

dat 1 will ſhew you, who be ver great Plague to 
our Lady; and it you will removea him, your 

Lady will tank you, and my Lord reward you. 

Serv. I'll do any Thing I can to ſerve my noble 
Lord. 

Comp. Your Lady no be robba ? 

Serv. Ves. 

Comp. Ver well — Do you geta one Othcier, 
and takea is Gentleman, for de Sulpiſcion of de 
Tief, and he will be ſhame to ſtay in de Town: 
After dat, my Lord will be ridda ot his Rival, and 
you ave ten Guinnea more. 

Serv, I will about it this Minute: Don't you be 


out of the Way to ſhew me the Man. | Exit. 
Comp. J hope the Fellow, for tother Ten, will 
ſwear the Robbery to him. | Exit, 


SCENE II. The Inn. 
Enter Bell. jun. Carb. and Jerry. 


Fer. Do you, Landlord, take care that neither 
the Marquis nor his Men get their Horſes out of 
the Stabic I have made ſuch a Diſcovery ! 
You muſt know, Sir, I got ſo much of Mr. 
Carbuncles M ne, that (as he ſays) I made plaguy 
wide Steerage, therefore very prudently deſign d to 
he down; but, miſtaking my Koom, I ſtagger'd 
into that of one of the Marquiss Men; where I 
was waked with the talking of two or three who 
came into the Chamber — They were rejoycing 
at the Marquis's Succeſs with Maria, who gives him 
ſuch Encouragement, that he hopes ſoon to marry 
her They were applauding his wonderful 
Impudence, in attempting the very Woman he 
robb'd In ſhort, Sir, they are the very 
Highwaymen, and have her Jewels about 'em. 

E Carb 
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Carb, By Neptune, I'll ſend for a Conſtable, and 
clap 'em in the Bilboes. 

Bell. jun. Have an Eye over them that they don't 
get oft; I woud not have em taken up till I have 
thew'd Maria the Precipice ſhe was upon. 

Carb Il take my Sailing Orders from you. 

Bell. j un. Landlord, let em ſuſpect nothing by your 
Carriage. 

Carb. III warrant you, Sir, I'll look as ſmooth 
as a Calm. | 

Bell. jun. Ferry, follow me: I'Il write to Maria 
Tho' her Coquetry has cured my Fondneſs, yet I 
can't in Honqur ſee her ruin d. | Ex. Fer. & Bell. 

Carb. Oh theſe Rogues! what, they can't be con- 
tent to rob the Quality of their Money, but they 
muſt take their Titles too! But I hope Juſtice will 
throw out her ſmall Sails, and come up with 'em, 
and then a Yard-Arm is their Fate. [ Exit. 


SCENE III. Sir Triſtram's Houſe. 
Enter Sir William Wiſeman, and Bellair ſenior. 


Sir Wm. Have you heard nothing of your Bro- 
ther? I hear he is in Town. 

Bell. ſen. It is not to be expected, Sir, that he 
wou d come nigh me The friendly Advice 
which a Brotherly Affection oblig'd me to offer 
him, was return'd with Contempt, and made me, 
in his Eſteem, his greateſt Enemy I am 
heartily concern'd for him; tho his Life, which 
has been a Scandal to our Name and Family, ought 
to baniſh all Tenderneſs toward him. 

Sir Wm. Couſin, we muſt not be irreconcileable: 
Tho' he has wanted Prudence, we muſt not want 
Humanity. I wou'd be glad to find him out —— 
May-be his Neceſſity may have open'd his Eyes to 
his Folly, and he wou'd he another Man, cou'd he 
have Opportunity to ſhew his Repentance, 
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Bell. ſen. The greateſt Grief I have, is (Heav'n 
knows) his avoiding me. Let him have treated 
me never ſo baſely, yet Nature tells me he is my 
Brother, and as fich he ſhall never want my Af- 
ſiſtance; tho for his Sake I won'd keep it back till 
his Wants make him reflect on the Advice he re- 
jected, and taught him to know and value his real 
Friends. | 

Sir Wm. This ſhews me I am not deceiv'd ; thou 
haſt a generous Soul; and the Concern you ſhew 
for this unfortunate Limb of our Family, ſpeaks 
thee above Intereſt. Sir Tam has, indeed, al- 
ter d my Reſolutions of ſettling all my Eſtates I 
will reſerve a Subſiſtance for him; and if he de- 
ſerves it, I'm certain you will rejoyce more at his 
Sm than repine at the Trifle you loſe 

It. 

” Bell ſen. | Afide.] 'SDeath, what ill Fate of 
mine brought this hated Brother to Canterbury ! 
It my Uncle finds I have deceiv'd him, in the Cha- 
racter I have given, I muit have no Hopes of his 
Eſtate, which alone has mace me endeavour to 
loſe my Brother in his Eſtcem; however, I muſt 
ſeem content, and find ſome Means, if he is yet 
in Town, to prevent their Meeting. I ſhou'd 
be overjoyd to fee my Brother deſerve the Con- 
cern you have for him. 

Sir Wm. If we had an unſound Limb, we wou'd 
certainly apply Remedies before we cut it off. 

Bell. ſen. Sir, I hope you don't miſtake me; I 
will do all I can to find my Brother, that I may 
convince him, by my preſent Care, my former Ad- 


vice proceeded from a Cordial Love: Tho' I fear, 


ſhon'd he ſee you readily inclin'd to receive him to 
Favour, he might, depending on your good Nature, 
(as ſoon as he had a Supply to enable him) return 
to his former Courſe of Life ——Suppoſe you ſhou'd 

| E 2 refuſe 
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refuſe to ſee him, till he had taken ſome Pains in 
making Intereſt for his Admittance ? 

Sir Wm. It's not ill advis d; you ſhall offer your 
Mediation : —- But, /illiam, you muſt introduce 
me to your Miſtreſs; my Box 1s come down by the 
Carrier, and I have a ſinall Preſent to make 


er. 
Bell. ſen. Sir, J wait on you. Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. The Im. 


Enter Vilnaiſſance aud his Companions. 


Vil. Look ye, Gentlemen, the Engliſh Proverb 
ought to keep us Friends. When Rogues fall out, 
you know the reſt. Monſ. Poultroon, I own to you 
I was too paſſionate; but to make you all the A- 
mends one Gentleman can expect of another, be- 
fore theſe our honeſt Companions and Fellow-La- 
bourers, I ask your Pardon. | 

1/t. Mon. Poultroon can deſire no more. And that 
this Friendſhip may be cordial, without any future 
Heart- burning, as you, Monſieur Poultroon, ſeem- 
ingly gave the Affront, you ſhould make a ſeem- 
ing Acknowledgment, and then I'll tell you ſome 
of my Brain-work. : 

. - 3d. I agree, and, Monſieur Vilnaiſſance, I ſeeming- 
ly beg your Pardon for the ſeeming Affront. 
24 So, now embrace, and alls well. 
: | T hey embrace. 
I/. Now, Monſieur le Marquis, you told me, That 
you uſed the Gentleman, who lies in this Inn, 
with a great deal of ill Manners, for which, you 
fear. he'll call you to an Account. 
Vill. Fear, ſay you! By Mars, Lam a Stranger to 
all but the Name of it: Did I think I coud be 
ever ſubject to that abje& Paſſion, I wou'd hide my 
Head in ſome remote Iſland, where none ſhou'd 


know me deſcended from the noble and brave 
Family of Viluaiſſance. 
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1f. We'll paſs over the Word Fear, and ſay, you 
expect it. 

2d. I expect it; for the Gentleman I ſee coming 
up the Gallery. 

Vil. Heark ye, ſay, I can't be ſpoken with. 

I,. Why, you don't fear him ? 

Vil. Zounds, don't ſtand to argue that, but ſhut 
the Door; it he comes in, I know by his Looks, 
he'll ſeize like a Bull- Dog. 

2d, To ſend you once more above Fear, I only 
banter'd. 

Vil. I hope you don't think I had any other 
Apprehenſion than this: If I fight, and kill him, 
it will aſſuredly break the Match; on the other 
Hand, if I am kill'd, (for the Chance of War is 
doubtful) Gentlemen, you will then loſe two thou- 
ſand Pound a piece; fo that it is not a perſonal, 
but a publick Concern. 

/. We'll be fo complaiſant to believe you. But 
to the Point; I have removd your Rival-—1 
think. 

Vil. It's wiſely and friendly done; Mors non 
mordet : But how did ſhe diſpoſe of him? I wiſh 
you had diſpatch'd his Servant too; that Rogue's 
Enquiry after his Maſtzr may cauſe a Diſco- 
very. 

7 Here's a Rogue in Grain; Murder goes down 
with him as glib as a Bribe with a Lawyer! No, 
Sir, I have not yet kept you Company long 
enough to make no Scruple at Murdering : But I 
have brib'd a Servant of Maria's to take him upon 
Suſpicion of robbing her; and while he's ſecur'd, 
you may ſecure your Miſtreſs, 

Vil. Thou art a Machiavel ; but do'ſt not think 
the Servant might be brought to ſwear the Roh- 
bery home to him and his Man? It woud, = 
know, clear us entirely. Hugs him. 
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ff. T'll ſee what may be done: If the Fellow 
will do it, the Blood light on his own Head, I 
am innocent. But I wou'd have you retire, leſt 
you are ſuſpected to be longer converſant with 
your Servants than the giving any Orders re- 
quires. 

Vil. Adieu for a few Minutes: III to my Mi- 
ſtreſs. Exit. 

zd. Well, my Friends, how have you order'd 
Matters ? 

24. I have robb'd the Marquis of all his Jewels, 
and hid them in the Points of my Saddle: If the 
Rogue makes nothing of it to-Day, we'll cut his 
Throat to-Night, and make off. 
| | Landlord overþears. 

Carb. at the Door. | Ajfide.) I fancy I ſhall bring 
you up with a Sheet-Anchor. This is a rare Dit- 
covery of the Jewels, or we might have wanted 
— theſe Dogs have no Honeſty, even in their 
own Meſs. 


He enters. 


Carb. Gentlemen, the Marquis has been a noble 
Cuſtomer to me, and I beg the Favour of your ta- 


king one Bottle at my Charge. 
1. He brought my Heart to my Mouth: [ Aide. ] 


Me Tank you, Landalord, and ve vill vaite an 
you. 


Carb. This Way, Gentlemen, is a Monteth and 


f clean Glaſſes. 


3d. Thank Fate, he did not oycrhear us. 
| [ Exeunt. 


ACT 
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SCENE Sir Triſtram's Houſe, 


Enter Maria and Jerry. 


Maria. XJ O U may return your Maſter his own 
| Letter for an Anſwer: I'm in a very 
good Temper now, and have no Mind to be put in 
the Spleen with his Racks and Flames, or the up- 
braiding Epithets of Cruel and Ungrateful. 

Fer. You may read it without running any ſuch 
Riſque, Madam: I dare fay my Maſter, ſince his 
Love diſpleas d, has endeavour to be very oblig- 
ing, and to forget you. 

Mar. And this Letter, I ſuppoſe, is to let me 
know it ? | 

Fer. No, Madam; nothing but pure Chriſtian 
Charity, and a Punctilio of Honour, which obliges 
him to ſave his Deſtroyer, gives you the Trouble of 
this Letter. 

Mar. In hopes to find an eternal Adieu, I'll open 
Hum! Honour ſave you-—— aſſum d 
Title an Impoſtor and Highway man 
Precaution humble Servant. 
Malice! Tell Mr. Bellair, this Letter gives me an 

inion of him I never entertain d before. 7 
ever thought him of too great a Spirit to be pity 
of ſo baſe a Detraction. I have nothing elfe tc 
add, Sir; but, that he may for the future ſave 
himſelf the Trouble of writing to me, for his Let 
ters ſhall meet either this Fate, or the Fire. 

Tears the Letter in two. 

Fer. The Devil take him who hinders the Match, 


for Ferry. [ Aſide. [ Exit. 
E 4 Enter 
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Enter Vilnaiſſance. 


Vil. Oh! Madam, how cruel has been dis leetel 
Separation; me be as melancholique in your Ab- 
ſence as de condemn'd Malefactor; but your Eyes, 
like de Reprieve, makea me revivea, and givea de 
Joy and ladneſs. 

Mar. Has this Man the Air of an Impoſtor ! 
Does this Language ſpeci; leſs than Quality! Hea- 
vens! How will Revenge and Envy make Men 
act contrary to the Rules of Honour, or even of 
common Honeſty ! 

Vil. Madam, you ſeema melancholique; tella 
me, Madam, if my Paſſion diſpleaſa you, me can 
dye; but me can no bear to ſcea you Chagrin; dat 
be much vorſe to me dan de moſt terrible Death. 
My Sword, Madam, if I am de unappy Cauſe, fall 
revenge your Quarrel, and do you Juſtice, for de 
Injury dat de violence ove my Paſſion do you. 

Mar His every Word, his every Action ſpeaks 
the Man of Quality. Sure Men, after ſo barba- 
rous a Calumny, won't charge us Women with 
Detraction. Heavens! how apparently does the 
Marquis's Air diſcover the Venome of his Malice! 

Vit. Oh! Madam; me can no longer undergo 
de Pain your Silence givea me; leta me know me 
Crime, and ſee, Madam, how readily I vill vaſh 
avay de Stain vid me Blood. 

| | Draws his Sword, and puts it to his Breaft. 

Mar. Hold, my Lord; I was wondering at the 
Malice of the World, and conſidering what Ground 
your, Lordſhip can have given for Slander ; but to 
ſhew\ you how plainly I can ſee thro' the Malice 
of your Detractors: Prepare a Parſon——— here's 

my Hand Im yours. | | 

Vi Oh! Madam, do you givea me more dan de 
ple Yorld can bribea me to part vid; yet, if you 
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noletta me learna my Diſgrace, and who ave injure 
my Onour, I ſhall be poſſeſſa vid dat Melancho- 
lique, I fall never, no nevre enjoy perte&ly de in- 
eſtimable Blejling dat you beſtow on your dear 
ſelf. | 

Mar. Is it not enough, the convincing Proof I 
give you, that I think it Malice? 

Vil. Oh! my Onour, Madam, muſt be repaira 
my Onour, Madam, be blemis, me no can ſurvivea; 
no, Madam, me no deſerva de Appineſs of enjoy- 
ing ſo much Beauty, it me ſuffer de Blemis on my 
Ondur. 

Mur. Will you promiſe me then to conſider your 
Rival is the Author of this Falſchood; a Man fo 
much below your Lordſhip, that the ſevereſt Re- 
venge will be to laugh at and deſpiſe him. 

Vil. I promiſe your Ladyſip any ting may con- 


ſiſt vid my Onour— my dear Onour. 
Mar. If you can, read this; but remember, if 
you break your Word you loſe me. | She takes 


the Pieces of the Letter, be puts 'em together and veads. 

Vil. Vendredy, be dis de FErglis Gentleman | 
Madam, me killa your fair Ands. I go repaira my 
Onour, cutta his Troat, ſpeaka to de Parſon, and 
be vid you in two Minutes. 

Mar. No, my Lord; I won't truſt you out of my 
Sight. 

Vil. Madam, me only go fetcha my Rival's Art, 
to lay at your Ladyſip's Feet. 

Mar, I ſhou'd be well enough pleas'd with a 
Duel, were the Marquis in no Danger. [ Afide] 
Monſieur le Marquis, to convince yu of my Con- 
fidence, and to prevent the Conſequence of your 
Revenge, I will go with you mobb{4d up; provide 
a Parſon, and your Servant may be Witneſs, that 
I give my ſelf to my dear Marquis. I hope the 
Conſideration of your Danger may excuſe my 


breaking thro' the Rules of Modeſty, a 
| I 
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Vl. Fortune prevents my Wiſhes, [Afide.] Ma- 
dam, me vil return dis wonderful Generoſity vid 
twenty touſand Piſtole de Year. 

Mar. May the Engliſh Ladies be content with 
the Engliſh Joynture ; here's a frank Offer very few 
of gur Nobility cou d make, and much fewer wou d. 
III flip on a Night-gown, and wait you at the 
Garden Gate. For five Minutes, mon Cher Marquis, 
I am my own, and then teours de votre. [ Exit, 

Vi. I wiſh the Ceremony over without Inter- 
ruption, and then let em make the moſt of their 
Diſcoveries. Exit. 


Enter Sir Triſtram, Sir William Wiſeman, Haratio, 
and Luſinda, 


Sir Triſt Come hither, Luſinda; the Tenderneſs 
I have for you won't allow me to be compleatly 
happy, till I ſee you diſpos'd of to a Gentleman 
who deſerves and knows how to value you. I 
think I propoſe you ſuch an Huſband in Horatio; 
but as the Happineſs of our Life conſiſts in our own, 
not in the Opinion of others, I ſhall leave you to 

your own Choice, and impoſe nothing contrary to 
your own Inclination; if you believe, as I do, 
that you can be happy with this Gentleman, I 
ſhall think my ſelf ſo, in ſeeing you joyn'd to 
one of ſo fair a (haracter. 

Luſ. I can, Sir, make no other Return; nor 
have I any other Way to expreſs my Gratitude for 
your Care and Affection, than by my Prayers for 
ſo good a Father, and an entire Obedience to your 
Will. 

Sir Vm. Madam, were I not ſure Horatio anſwers 
the Character I have given, I have ſo great a 
Value for Sir Triſtram, I wou d not propoſe the 
Match. 

Hor. 
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Hor. I. am infinitely oblig d to you far your 
Opinion, and ſhall ſtudy to preſerve it. 

Sir Triſt. My dear Girl, you may lay aſide that 
Modeſty to your Father, which Decency requires 
you to obſerve to others: Tell me, do you think 
Horatio s Temper will agree with yours, and make 
your future Life eaſy ? 

Luſ. Pardon me, Sir, if my Wiſhes had the 
Start of your Propoſal; Since you command me, 
I muſt own I cou'd be happy with no other Huſ- 
band. 

Sir Triſt. Take her, and — 4 ſhe prove an obe · 
dient Wife and indulgent Mother. 

Har. I take her as the greateſt Bleſſing. 

Sir Mm. Horatio, I give you Joy. 

Hor. It is indeed you, Sir Viliam, who can only 
add to my preſent Happineſs, by changing your 
Opinion of my Friend. Believe me, Sir William 
however he may be traduc'd, a worthier Man don't 
tread the Earth. Sir Triſtram, you muſt aſſiſt my 
Suit: Did you know him, you would joyn with 
me, and allow he deſerves every Thing Sir William 
can do for him. 

Sir Triſt. Sir William can find no greater Plea- 
ſure than that of encouraging Virtue. 

Luſ. We muſt all joyn, Sir William, in this: 
Poverty is a Crime to none, but thoſe who have 
= too groſs to reliſh any Thing but the pre- 

ent. 

Sir Triſt. If he is Poor, you have the better and 
greater Opportunity to cheriſh his Virtues. 

Sir Wm. I fear Horatio ſpeaks him rather what 
he ſhou'd be, than what he is; but if I find he is 
wrong d, I'll make him Amends for the poor Opi- 
nion I have 1 40 of NE You ſaid, Horatio, 
you hoped to ſee him to- Night. 

Hor. By Accident I heard he was in Canterbury. 
J haye ſearch d moſt of the Inns, and not meetin 
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with him, have ſent Servants every Road to find 
and bring him back. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, the Gentlemen and Ladies are begin- 
ning a Country Dance, and deſire your Worſhip's, 
Mrs, Lufnda's, and Mrs. Maria's Company. 

Sir Trift. My Couſin is not here; but we'll wait 
on them. 

Hor. I am ſure Luſinda won't deny my Friend 
the Place he holds in my Heart. 

Sir Triſt. J hope ſhe has ſo much Wit as to know, 
a juſt Friend makes a good Huſband; but we make 
the Company ſtay. Sir William, you and I will 
drink Time to their Muſick. 

Sir Wm. With all my Heart. [ Exennt. 


SCENE II. The In. 
Enter the three Companions of Viluaillance. 


1/. It's done; his !mpudence has ty'd the Knot, 
which ſets me above the Fear of one more fatal. 

2d. The Letter ſhe had amazes me 

zd. Phoo, never trouble your Head about the 
Letter; it's impoſſible for us to hang while the 
Marquis has two thouſand Pound per Ann. Money 
will prove our Honeſty. 

I/. Ay, ay, we are ſafe enough from the Peni- 
tential Pſalm. 
za. Come, come, well take a Bottle, and waſh 
away all ſuch raſcally Thoughts. 
zd. With all my Heart; Il] get drunk to- Night 

by Way of Thankſgiving. 
May Canting Knaves their idle Morals preach, 
And Ideots practiſe what the others teach: 
We, like themſelves, indulge to every Senſe, 
Nor care what follows, when we launch from hence. 
[ Exeunt, SCENE 
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SCENE III. Si Triſtram's Houſe. 


Enter a Conſtable, with Bellair jun. Jerry, Carbuncle, 
Maria's Servant, and a Servant of Sir Triſtram's. 


Conſt. Call Sir Triſtram; I have brought a Delin- 
quent before him. 

Serv. What's that, Mr. Conſtable ? 

Conſt. Why, a Delinquent is a Term of Art for a 
Highwayman Bleſs me! that a Juſtice of 


Well, Sir, have you any Thang to ſay for your ſelf, 
why this Suſpicion of Robbery ſhoud not paſs 
azainſt you ? 

Carb. Prithee, Mr. Conſtable, don't be imperti- 
nent to the Gentleman. 

Conſt. A Gentleman Nay, indeed, I have 
heard a Highwayman is a Gentleman by Pro- 
feſſion. 

Bell. un. Landlord, you don't conſider, Mr. Con- 
ſtable is the King's Repreſentative. 

Conſt. Ay, marry am I What, I find you 
begin to know who you are before. 


Enter Sir Triſtram and Bellair ſen. 


Sir Triſt. What's the Matter, Mr. Conſtable? 

Conſt. May it pleaſe your Worſhip, I have brought 
before your Honour a very notorious Highwayman z 
and I don't queſtion, when your Grace has heard 
the Evidence, but your Worſhip will jump with 
me in Opinion. 

Bell. ſen. My Brother ! Pray Heaven the 
Evidence be home. [ Aide. 


Enter 
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Enter Sir William Wiſeman. 


Sir Vm. Ha, my Nephew Charles! ——— T1! hide 
among the Croud, and hear the Reaſon of his be- 
ing in Cuſtody. 

Sir Trift. Where's your Evidence 

Conft. Sir, I dare almoſt ſwear the Robbery my 
ſelf; for when I took him, he uſed me with a great 
many blaſphemous Expreſſions, as Scoundrel and 
the like, Sir; but this Fellow can better inform 
your Worſhip. 

Sir Triſt. Well, Friend, what do you ſay againſt 
this Gentleman ? 


Enter Horatio. 


Hor. Ha, my Friend in the Hands of Juſtice! 
[ As Horatio runs towards him Sir Wm eps him. 

Sir Wm. Hold, Horatio, do not yet ſhew your 
ſelf; I wou'd firſt fee how this Matter ends, and 
how his Brother will carry it to him. 

Horatio goes aſide with Sir William. 

Serv. I am ready to make Oath, that this Man, 
and he who paſſes for his Servant, are the ſame 
two who robbd my Lady The Conſtable, 
Sir, has a Ring which he took from this Man, who 
pans for the Maſter, which I ſuſpect 1s Part of my 

ady's Jewels. 

Con. You Puppy, what need you have nam'd 
the Ring? that won'd have fallen to us, if you cou'd 
have held that blabbing Tongue of yours. 

Sir Triſt. Let me fee that Ring. | Conſtable gives it, 

Sir Wm. | ſeeing it | Confuſion | What do I 
ſee Look, Horatio The very Ring 
I loſt when I was robb'd. Now take the 
Part of that infamous Villain; juſtify that 1 
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Oh] I cou'd ſtab him, to ſave our Family 
the Diſgrace of his Death. There, there 1s your 
Juſt, Wiſe, Brave, and Generous Friend ; there's 
the Man whoſe Bravery is founded on a clear 
Conſcience ; who cou'd not be guilty of a fooliſh, 
and was above a baſe, Action. 

Hor. Have Patience, Sir William; I can't, nor 
won't, believe but this is ſome 'Trick put upon 
him. 

Sir Vm. An ungrateful Villain, to rob and uſe 
me ſo vilely, who have ever deſign d and conſulted 
his Intereſt : Cou'd not the Wretch take my Mo- 
ney, but endeavourd to take my Life too, by 
leaving me, ſuch a terrible Night, without Shelter, 
and unable to help my ſelf The Barbarity of 
the Action is ſuch, that it draws Tears from me to 
think I cou'd be ever fond of fo vile a Wretch. 

Sir Triſt. You hear, Sir, what this Fellow ſays; 
and you ſee the Jewel he brings to back his Evi- 
dence 

Bell. jun Sir, that Gentleman who ſtands next 
you, can give you a Character of me, which may 
clear me ot this Suſpicion. 

Bell ſen. Sir, you have pitch'd upon a very wrong 
Man to give you a Character; for, ſhould I ſpeak 
the Truth, I ſhoud rather confirm Sir Triſtram in, 
than clear you of, the Suſpicion. I know your 
Life ſo well, that I have much more Reaſon to 
wonder your Extravagance has not before now 
brought you into this Dilemma, than that I now 
ſee you in it. 

Hor. How it grieves me to find any of the Name 
of Bellair of ſo baſe a Nature. [ Afde. 

Bell. jun. I find, Sir, I am not deceiv'd in you: 
As to the Robbery, Sir, I can prove I was at Mr. 
Carbuncle's Houſe when it's ſaid to be committed: 
The Ring, Sir, which is alledg'd as an Evidence 
againſt me ——— 

Sir Wn. 
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Sir Win. | aſide | To my great Grief, I can prove 
how you came by it. 

Bell. jun. I had it from a Gentleman whom, I don't 
doubt, you will very ſoon have a Viſit from 
He was out of the Way, or Mr. Cas buncle wou'd have 
brought him with us. | 
Bell. ſen. The Ring, Sir Ii iſram, I know to be 

the ſame my Uncle loſt; and J have very good 
Reaſon, beſides that of having the ſtolen Goods 
found upon them, to ſuſpect that Gentleman and 
his Servant were the two who committed the Rob- 
bery. It is true, he is my Relation; but the bar- 
barous Uſage of my Uncle, has made him a Stran- 
ger to me: Wherefore, I beg you will immediately 
commit them both, leaſt my Uncle ſees em; and 1 
ſhou'd be ſorry if his Compaſſion to a Relation 
ſhou'd make him blind to Jultice, and ſuch an un- 
natural Villainy eſcape unpuniſhd. | Aſide to Sir Triſt. 

Carb. Sir, I am ready to {wear this Gentleman 
was at my Houſe when Maria was robb'd, and that 
I was by him, and ſaw him win that Ring of a 
French Marquis, as he calls himſelf. 

Bell. ſen. J fancy that Inn-keeper's Readineſs to 
clear this Gentleman, proceeds from his being an 
Accomplice : Were I the Magiſtrate, I ſhould. ſe- 
cure him with the others. | 
Carb. No, Squire Bellair, my Readineſs proceeds 
from a Principle of Juſtice : Let the Rogue be 
brought to a Gang-way, and an honeſt Man to a 
freſh Meſs: A Tar ſcorns a baſe Action as much as 
a Gentleman ought to do. 

Bell. ſen. You grow Saucy. 

Carb. I wou'd have you know, Sir, the honeſteſt 
Part of the Engliſh Nation is at Sea; and tho' we 
have not the new French Breeding, we have the 
old Engliſh Sincerity : I an Accomplice, Sir? I ſcorn 
the Reflection as much as you deſpiſe Poverty: I 


ſay, Sir, your Brother is as honeſt a Gentleman as 
| ever 
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ever ſtepp'd between Stem and Stern of 2 Ship : 
Blood, it he's # Thief, Im a Hand- ſpike. 

Hor. Well, Sir William, is my Friend the Villain 
who cou d be fo barbarous to you this rigid Seaſon, 
or not ? IS. 

Sir Wm. His Brother's Baſeneſs confounds me, 
equally with this ſuppos d Guilt. - 
Hor. | Runs and embraces him] Oh, my Friend! 
how happy am that I can thus hold you. 

Sir Wm. My dear Cha;les, I am, tho' late, con- 
vincd of thy Innocence, and thy Brother's Baſe- 
neſs: Pardon me, Nephew, for entertaining a 
Thought to your Prejudice; but my Eſtate, to 
which I declare ycu Heir, and of which your Bro- 
ther has provd himſelt unworthy, ſhall make 
Amends for my Creduhty. « 

Bell jun. I know not where firſt to pay my Gra- 
titude. 

Sir Trift. Conſtable, I'll be anſwerable for your 
Prifoners : As for you, Sir, who are ſo ready to 
ſwear, I ſhall take Care of you. Sir, I am heartily 
ſorry tor your Diſgrace, and deſire you will reckon 
me among the Number of your Friends. 

Bell. ſen. I can't bear my Uncle's Sight after this; 
IN inſtantly quit the Town. [Hit. 

Bell. jun. Sir. you do me Honour, Horatio, how 
ſhall T return the Conſtancy of your Friendſhip, or 
ſufficiently acknowledge my Uncle's Generoſity ? 

Hor. It you think your ſelf any Way indebted to 
me for paying what I ow'd, you may repay it, by 
letting me have the Honour to call you Brother. 
I have a Siſter the World thinks agreeable, and 
who knows you deſerving. 

Bell. jun. Cou'd I merit your Siſter, I ſhou'd think 
no Titles equal to that of J iolettas Huſband and 
Horatio's Friend. ee e. 
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 && Trift. TIl introduce you to the Ladies. 
Hir Wm. She, they are coming here. 


Enter Violetta, Luſinda, and Arabella, 


Sir Trift. This Sir, is your Friend and Brother's 
defien'd Wife; this, Sir, is your Horatio's ; both my 
Daughters; this Lady you know, and, adod, I 
hope you will be better acquainted. | He ſalutes 'em. 

Carb. By Meſs, Sir, your Affairs are upon an- 
other Tack. [ Bellair addreſſes bimſelf to Violetta. 

Sir Tri. I find your Brot her has left the Com- 

any. 
: Sir Vm. I am glad he has ſo much Modeſty, 

Fer. Now Heav'ns bleſs old Sir William, For- 
tune only gave us a Foil, we have recoverd our 
Legs again. 

Str Fil I ſhall, Sir Villiam, run the Riſque of 


your Nephew's Anger; and ſince I find the Poor- 


neſs of his Spirit, ſave my Daughter from being 
tainted by ſo vile a Huſband. | 


Enter Vilnaiſſance and Maria. 


Bell. j nn. Now, Landlord, bring the Marquis's Ser- 
vants. 

Carb. J have em under Hatches, and will bring 
them in a Minute. Exit. 
Vil. Gentlemen and Ladies, me comea to declare 
me Appineſs, in calling dis Lady de Marchioneſs 
de Montpelier. Arc 
Fer. to Sir Wm. Sir, my Maſter had the Ring 
from this Gentleman. * Aſde. 
Sir Wm. Then this Gentleman robb'd me. | Afide. 

Luſ. How, Couſin ! have you laid aſide your A- 
verſion to Matrimony ? | LIFE 

Mar. There is a Fate, Couſin, over-rules our 
ſtrongeſt Reſolutions, | : 
r ir 


_— 
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Sir Wm. Pray, Monſieur, ſhall I beg the Favour 
of one Queſtion ? 

Vil. Any ting * hw pleaſe, Sir. 

Sir Vm. This Gentleman ſays, he had this Ring 
from you; pray, where did you get it? For it was 
taken from me on the Road by two Rogues. | 

Vil. Devil, I'm diſcover d. [ Afide]—Sir, me no 
knowa de Ring. N. 

Mar. I woeder, Mr. Bellair, your Malice ſhotid 
continue to the Marquis, when you ſee all Hopes 
of me are loſt. I Har 66? 

Bell. Fun. Madam, you will ſoon be convincd, 
that the Deſire I had to hinder your being caſt 
away, and not any Malice to that — 7 occa- 
ſion d the Advice you will have Cauſe to repent 
you ſlighted. _ | 


Enter Carbuncle, with the three — — guarded. 
[Bell. goes to Carbuncle, takes ſome Fewels from bim] 


Bell. Fun, Madam, do you own theſe Jewels? 

Mar. How my Heart trembles. [ Aſide. 
Indeed they are mine. 

Bell. Fun. Sir Triſtram, Pray examine Monſieur 
le Marquis and his Servants, how they came by 
theſe Jewels, which my Landlord took out of their 
Saddles. | | 

Carb. That I am ready to make Oath of. - 

1 Comp. Sir, we own the Fact; and hope, as it's 
our firſt Crime, you will recommend us to Mercy. 

Serv. Sir, one of theſe brib'd me with 10 Qui- 
neas in Hand, and a Promiſe of 100 more, to ſwear 
the Robbery againſt you. N 
Sir Triſt. I never heard ſuch Villain x. 
Fil. Well, Gentlemen, who is our Proſecutor? 
Mar. Oh that I coud now die, and the World 


forget there ever was ſo great a Wretch on Earth. 


F 2 


Sir Nm. 
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. Sir Vm Sir, I'll do You that Piece of Service. 

Mir. Oh Belair ? I now too late ſee your Worth; 
and my own Folly has fhew'd me how much you 
deſerv d a ditſerent Treatment. | 

37 From my Soul I pity ou. 

l Oh! Tm rack dwith Rememhrance; when 
Ws back on my once aaf Days; it is to in- 
creale my Grief, which ſoon 1 will burſt the 

Confines of my Heart, 21 me of my 
eteſted L te.) 5 

Viol. 19 5 Poor Mai 1a, thy Couetry 3 * ſevere- 

punith“ 

TY il. My Dear, I We ou lov'd me too ten · 
derly to change thus ſudden 

- Mar. Away thou 'Foad, era with the moſt 

iſonous Miſchief Oh! that my Eyes, like 
1 cou d kill. 

l I'll eafe the Lady of the ae of you... 

— — ttimus for them. 

Clerk. What's: s your Names ? 

zd. Mine, Sir, is Jean Poultroon, this Man's 1 Miliam 
Cam dite. his, Sir ( barles Tromperie, and the Mar- 
quis's Richard Vilnaiſſance. We are all Refugees; 
and as we came over for war Religion, I hope you 
will conſider us. 

Vit: Im of Opinion your Proſequgion will ſhew 
more Malice than Power You don't conſi- 
der I haye woc. in my Pocket Terr Thanks 
to this Lady. 

Mar. Alas my Defpair' is equal. to the Damn dz 
I ſee no Glimple of future Peace; Curſe on my 
Folly ——— But ah! what (urſe can cqual that 
my own Pride has already brought upon me. 

Vil. ney my. Dear, give over this Romantick 
Rage 
dle T % Be comforted, Couſi ins the Law will 

Jer. 


N Aue. 


Jerry. ay, ay, Madam dom t 0 
one Knot ny Tz another; e 
Remedy an Marriage LI 
Marguws D End ef n 
. the Mob 


Clerk. IJ have done the Mittimus, Sir. 3 

Sir Tri. Away with the Priſbnen 

Fer. to Vil, Look ye, Friend, yauy Miſery will 
foon be at an End —— It is but ane, d ye ee 
one Keck — and you are rid of a Termagant 
Wife. I'll come and ſee that you have a clean 
Pair of Gloves and Napkin, for your Lady's Sake. 
Poor Gentlewoman, I Jittle thought her Huſband 
wou'd come ta be hang d —1 — ſurvives 
the Loſs of on. nt Priſoners. 

Mar. Oh Faria, add Tho ht 60 Thought, Re- 
flection to Reflection; that thou may'ſt oſe thy 
Senſe and Miſery together. [ Swoons. 

Sir Triſt. Carry her to her Chamber, poor Lady. 

Carb. What make's you penſive, Ferry + ? 

Fer. I'm conſidering whether or no this Lady 
ought to mourn a Year out for her Spouſe ——— 
No I believe Cuſtom don't require it of the 
Widow, when her Huſband ſuffers by Law.. 

Sir Teil. Arabella, 1 have Reaſon to doubt your 
Happineſs with Mr. Bellair, therefore ſhall make 
another Choice. 

Arab. Sir, if yon will allow me my own, it 
ſhall be a ſingle Life. 

Sir Trift. My Dear, you ſhall 2 always Mrs. of 
your Inclinations —— Sir Witham, the Lady's Mis 
fortunes make me melancholy ; ſhall we drink a 
Bottle, to the Mitigation of her Sorrow ? 

Bell. Jun. I heartily pity her; and am ſorry my 
Treatment is reveng d after ſo ſevere a Manner. 


nb. 
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To The Tounper Brother, &c. 

Cob, By Meſs, ſhe has made me as melancho- 
ty as 2 Lee Shoar * rt o. . Re 

Hang me, ave an paſſion 

Wed my Maſter ſo el that if ever 1 ſce 
Her again hat Hide-Park, III tell all the Servants of 
her Huſband's breaking his Neck by a Fall from a 
Cart. 

Hor. You, who the gawdy Outſide only prize, 


Set this unha y Fair e es, 
Cory © Senſe, and at grow wiſe, 


FINIS. 


